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ALEXANDER ROSS, A. u 
w In bis Introdution to HELENORE, or 
the Pon runarz Smrnin bass, fays of 
the GENTLE SHEPHERD: 
Wnt wal geen, bad ScoTa put ber thims 
po) the weel tell' tale till I had come; 
Syne led my hand alangft is, line for line, 
; O to my dying day, how I wad ſhine ? 
| And as far 'yont it as fyn Hanne play'd, 
Or Chris Kirk © the Green was firſt cd! 
| And mair I wad na wiſs, but Arkan bears | 
| The gree himſel, and he green laurel wears; 
Weh may be brook ther, for be juſtly ought, - 
The Gantz Sm is fac finely wrought, 


| WF AQs and Scenes, of mailtery defgn, 
| Which do i= Sco'74"epitby language hive. = 
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1 PASTORAL COMEDY. 


Inscnizp to the RignT Honovnaniy © 
SUSANNA. Counteſs of EG41NTOUN; | 
Monk cio. 


— — aukmard | 

. judges tac condemn fas | 
eXaMInalien . „Di A 

] am fare of a vaſt number jhas will See 


fine by drawing 
character, and be in ao-hagard of being dee 
Tasca, Fes bar tes or in paying what is 


4 The DEDICATION. 
Were I to begin with ip's honourable 
birth and alliance, the field's ample, and preſents us with 
numberleſ(s great and good patriots, that have dignified 
the names of KExxNEDY and M@NTGCOMERY ; be that 
the care of the herald and hiſtorian. *Tis perſonal 
merit, and the heavenly ſweetneſs of the Fair, that in- 
ſpire the tuneful lays. Here every Leſbia muſt be ex- 
cepted, whoſe tongues give Liberty to the ſlaves, which 
their eyes had made captives. Such may be flattered; 
but your Ladyſhip juſtly claims our admiration and 
profoundeſt reſpect : for whilſt you are poſſeſt of every 
outward charm in the moſt perfect degree, the never 
fading beauties of wiſdom and piety, which adorn your 
ip's mind, command de votion. 
All this is very true, cries one of better ſenſe than 
8 but what occaſion have you to tell us the 
ſhines, when we have the uſe of cur eyes, and feel 
his influence ?——Very true; but I have the liberty to 
uſe the Poets priviledge, which is, To [peat what every 
body thinks, Indeed there might be ſome ſtrength in 
the reflection, if the [da/fon regiſters were of as ſhort 
duration as life ; but the Bard, who fondly hopes im- 
mortality, has a certain praiſe-worthy pleaſure in com- 
runicating ts poſterity the fame of diſtinguiſhed cha- 
racters. I write this laſt ſentence with a hand that 
trembles between hope and fear; but if I ſhall prove ſo 
happy as to pleaſe your Ladyſhip in the following at- 
then all my doubts ſhall vaniſh like a morning 
vapour; I ſhall hope to be claſſed with Taſſo and Gua- 
rini, and ſing with Ovid, | 
If "tis all:wed te Poets te divine, 
ne half of round eternity is mine. 


MADAM, 


Your Ladyſhip's moſt obedient, 
and moſt devoted Servant, 


— ALLAN RAMSAY. 
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The PERSONS 


M E N. 
Sir Witttanm Wortur. 
PaTLE, the Gentle Shepherd in Love with Peggy. 
RoGER, « rich young Shepherd in Lene with Jenny. 


SYMON 
7 [ two old Shepherds, Tenants to Sir William. 


BauLDY, 4 Hind engaged with Neps. 


W OME N. 


PEGGY, thought 10 be Glaud's Niece. 
EAN, Glaud's only Daughter, 
Mause, an old Women ſuppoſed te be a Witch. 
Esra, Symon's Wife. 

Mapcs, Glaud's er. 


SCENE, #4 s Fillage and Fields ſome few 
from Ediaburgh. 


Time of Action, . 


Firſt Act begins at Eight in the Merning. 
Second Act begins at Eleven in the Forenccx, 
Third Act begins at four in the Afterxoon, 

Fourth Act begins at Nine o Clock at Night. 
Fifth Act begins by Day-light next Merring. 
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GENTLE SHEPHERD. 


ACT 1. SCENE I. 


PROLOG UE 
Beneath the ſouth fide craigy bield, 
Where cryſtal ſprings . 22 wefers yield. 
a epherds on the gowans lay, 
Tentin flocks as borny morn of May. 


Poor Koger granes, "till hollow echoes ring: 
But olyther Patie likes ts laugh ard ſing. 


PATIE and ROGER. 
SANG I. The waking of the Faulds. 


PATIE, YT Peggy is @ young thing, 
Juſt enter d in her teens, 


Fair as the day, and ſweet as May, 
Fair as the day, and always gay, 
My Pegey is a zoung thing, 

And 'n not very auld, | 
Yet weel I like to meet bor at 

The wating of the fauld. Ma 
My Peggy ſpeak: fac ſweetly, 4 
ene er we mect alane, | 
J wiſh nae mair to lay my. care, 
J wifh nae mair of «' that”? rare, | ol 


My- Teggy ſpeaks — 
To 4 the lave — , 


* ars a” 22 oh, | 
ing e 

1 Ati ſmiles ſae kindly, 
bene er I whiſper love, 


A Paſtoral Comedy. 
That I hook down on 4 the town, 
That | look down upon a crown. 


My Pe miles ſae kindly 
pt. 4 blyth and banld, ; 
And nacthing gi es me fic deli | 
& wells Fol Ys : 


My Peggy fings ſae faftly, 
When on my pipe I play: 
By @' the reſt it is y4 
By 4 the reſt, that ſbe ſings beſt 
My Peggy ſings ſas ſaftly, 
And in her ſangs are taid, 
With tnnocence the wale of ſenſes 
A waking of the f. 
HIS funny morning, Roger, chears my blood, 
T And puts a 1 A r 
How Hartſome is t to fee the riling plants, 
To hear the birds, chirm o'er their pleaſing rants, 
How halſome is't to ſnuff the cawler air, n 
And a* the ſweets it bears, when void of care. 
What ails thee, Roger, then? what gars thee grane ? 
ell me the cauſe o thy ill-ſeafon'd 
= Roger. I'm born, O Patie to a thrawart fate ! 
I'm born to ſtrive wi hardſhips fad and great, 
empeſts may ceaſe to jaw the rowan flood, 
arbies and tods to grien for lambkins blood ; 
But I, . + wt bans, | wh 
Maun ay defpair of lighting on relief. 
Pat. The bees ſhall lothe the flow'r, and quit the hive, 
ie faughs on boggie ground ſhall ceaſe to thrive, 
e ſcornfu queaas, or leſs of warldly gear, 
{pill my reſt, or ever force a tear. 


Roger. Sae might I fay ; but its no eaſy done 
by ns wee Bs for 4 


SH 


I out of tune... 
e ha'e ſae ſaſt a voice, and flid a tongue, 
ou are the darling ef baith auld and young, 


| but ettle at a or | 

{ bey dit their lugs, ſyne up their leglanes cleek, 
nd jeer me hameward frae the loan or beght, 
bile I'm confus'd wi” mony a vexing thought: Yet 


$ The GENTLE SHEPHERD. 


Yet I am tall, and as well builk as thee, 
Nor mair unlikely to a hſs's eye. 
For ilka ſheep ye hae, Fl number ten, 
And ſhould, as ane may think, came farer ben. 
Patie. But ablins, nibour ye bae not a heart, 
And downa eithly wi” your cunzie part: | 
If that be true, what lignifies your gear ? 
A 2 that's ſcrimpit never wants ſome care. 
og. My ramabled, nine braw nout were imoor 
Tore ele were, yet I theſe ills endur d: . 
In winter laſt my cares were very ima”, 
Tho” ſcores of wathers periſh'd in the ſnaw. 
Patie. Were your bien roomsasthialy ſtock d as mine 
Lefs ye wad loſs, and leſs ye wad repine. 
He that has juſt enough can ſoundly fleep, 
The o'ercome only faſhes fowk to keep. 
. Roger. May plenty flow upo” thee for a croſs, 
That thou may ſt thole the pangs of many a loſs, 
O may ſt thou doat on ſome fair wench, 
That n%'er will lou thy lowan drowth to quench 
Till birz'd beneath the burden, thou cry duol! 
And on that ane may fret that is nae fool. | 
Partie. Sax good fat lambs, I ſauld them ilka clute 
At the Weſt-port, and bought a winſome flute 
Of Plumeree made, wi iv ry virls reand; 
A dainty whiſtle wr a pleaſant found : 
Pl be mair wit, :nd ne er cry dool, 
Than you wi? a“ your caſh, ye dowie fool. 
Roger. Na, Patie, na! Pm naec fie chuarliſh 
Some other thing lies heavier at my breatt ; 
I dream'sd a dreary dream this hinder night, 
That gars my fleſh a“ creep yet wi the fright, 
Patie. Now, to a friend, bow fOly's this pr etenee 
To ane wha you and a* your fecrets kens. 
Daft are your dreams, as daftly wad ye hide 
Your weel ſeen love, and dorty Jenny's pr ide: 
Tak courage 5 me your tell, 
And fafely think nane kens them but yourſel. 
Ragey. Indeed now, Patie, ye ha'e guefs'd o'er true, 
And there is nacthing I'll keep up frac you. * 


5 


A Paſtoral Comedy. 9 

e dorty looks upon a- ſquint ; 

0 Ari. 
ilka place, ſhe jeers me air and late, 

and gars me look bombaz'd and unco blate: a 

yeſterday I met her yont a know, 

the fled as frae a ſhelly-coated kow. 

he Bauldy lo'es, Bauldy that drives the car; 

ut gecks at me, and ſays I ſmell of tar. | 

Patie. But Bauldy lo'es na her, right weel I wat, 
le ſighs for Neps:—fae that may ſtand for that. 
Roger. I wiſh I cou'dna lo'e her—but in vain, ' 
ſtill maun doat, and thole her proud diſdain. 
ly Bawty is a cur I dearly like, 

Pen while he fawn'd, the ſtrack the poor dumb tyke! 
had fialPd a nook within ber breaſt, 

be wad ha'e ſhawn mair kindneſs to my beaſt. 
Vhen I begin to tune my ſtock and horn, 

Vi” a“ her face ſhe ſhaws a cauldrife ſcorn. 

t night I play'd, (ye never heard (ck ſpite) 

Der Bogie was the ſpr ing, and ber delyte; 

et tauntingly ſhe at her couſin ſpeer'd, | 
if ſhe could tell what tune I play'd, and ſneer d 
ock, wander where ye like, 1 dinna care, 
| break my reed, and never whiſtle mair. 

Patie. E'n doſae, Roger, wha can help miſluck? 
aebins ſhe be fic a thrawn gabbet chuck 

onder's a craig, fince ye hae tint all hope, 

e till't your ways, and tak the lover's lowp. _ 
Roger. I need na mak fic ſpeed my blood to ſpill, 
ll warrant death come ſoon enough a- ill. 

Patie. Daft gowk ! leave aff that filly whinging way, 
1 careleſs, there my hand ye'll win the day. 

Hear how I ſerv'd my laſs I lo'e as weel 

u ye do Jenny, and wi' heart as leel. 

Laſt morning I was gay and early eut, 

pon a dyke I lean'd, glowring about, 
law my Meg, come linkan o'er the lee : 
ſaw my Meg, but Peggy ſaw na me; 
or yet the ſun was wading thro? the miſt, 


* land the was cloſe upen me e're ſhe wilt. 
- 


to The GENTLE SHEPHERD. 
Her coats were kiket, and did ſweetly ſhaw 
Her ſtraigkt bare legs, that whiter were than ſnaw; 
Her cockernony ſnooded up foo ſleek; 
Her haffat locks hang waving on her cheek; 
Her cheeks ſae ruddy, and her een ſae clear; 
And O! her mouth's like ony hinny pear. 
Neat, neat ſhe was, in buſtain waiftcoat clean: 
As ſhe came fiflng oer the dewy green, 
B i cry'd, my bonn 1 
4 IOIERD 3 

can „ re er to r ; 
mo bend, pra eee 
Then fare ye well, Meg-dorts, and ecas ye like, 
I careleſs cry'd, and lap in oer the dyke. | 
I trow, when that the ſaw, within a crack, 
She came wi” a right thieveleſs errand back ; 
Miſca'd me firſt—than bad me hound my dog, 
OO, 
I ; and ſae did the : onda? | 
I elaſp'd my arms about her neck waiſt ; 


Gre — — 


& Paſtoral Comedy. 11 
Whew nation | - 

T ten what never mean ; 
Mu their pretty - g tongue: 
— j =_ 

theſe » per 

To anſwer a your love with hate, 
Sech elſewbere to be better Meſh, 

And lot her ſigh when tis tos late. 


Roger. Kind Patie, now fair fa* your honeſt heart, 

ere ay ſac cadgy, and ba'e fic an art 

o hearten ane: For now as cleen's a leek, 

eve cheriſh'd me, ſince ye began to ſpeak. 
for your pains, I'l e a propine, 

My mother, reſt her faul! made it fine ;) 

tartan plaid, ſpun of good hawiock woo, 

arlet and green the ſets, the borders blue: 

ith ſpraings like gowd, and filler eroſe d wi' 

never had it yet upon my back. | black, 

ſell ye are wordy o't, wha ha'e ſae kind 

i up my reveF'd doubts, and clear d my mind. 

frankly made 


0 prefent of bra — 


 flute's be 
all come a-will gif ye Il tak my advice. 


Roger. As ile, I'll promiſe to obſerv't; 
t ye maun the flute, ye beſt deſerv't. 
tak it out, and gie's a bonny ſpring, 


Pm in tift to hear and 
Patie. Re IR Eo pts heighs, 
| ſee giff a* our fl ks be feedi ig : 

that time bannocks and a ſhave o' cheeſe, 

Il make a breakfaſt that a laird might pleaſe : 
gut pleaſe the daintieft gabe, were they ſac wiſe 
ſeafon meat with health inſtead of ſpice. 

ten we ha'e tane the grace drink at this well, 
whiſtle fine, and ſing 1 ye like myſel. [Zu. 


SCENE 


The GENTLE SHEPHERD. 
SCENE I 


PROLOGUE | He 

— heum between tua verdant braes, 4 

e laſſes uſe to — bom ad their carbs. An 
22 * the ground, 


Its channel pebbles, — . and round ; 
Here view twa barefoot — clean and clear ; 
Firſt pleaſe your eye, then gratify your car ; 
While JENNT what ſhe wiſhes diſcommends, 
And MEC i better ſenſe true love defends. 


PzG6GY and JENNY. 
Jenny. OME pot let's fa" to wark upon tt 


This ſhining day Sill bleach our linen clean ; 
The — clear the lift unclouded blue, 
Will mak them like a lily wet wi” dew. 

Peggy. Gae farer up the burn to Habbie's how, Wor 
Where a“ the ſweets of ſpring and ſimmer grow; 
Between twa bir ks out o'er a little lin 
The water fa's and makes a ſingan din; 

A pool breaſt-deep, beneath as clear as glaſs, 
Kiffes, wi“ eaſy whirles, the bordering 

We'll end our waſhing, while the morning's _ 
And when the day grows het, we'll ike 

There waſh ourſella— tis healthfu* now in 2 
And ſweetly cawler on ſae warm a day. 

Jenny. Daſt laſſie, when we're 2 hat Il ye {a 
Gif our twa herds come brattling down the brae, 
And ſee us fac ? that jeering fallow Pate, 

Wad taunting ſay, Haith laſſes ye re no blate. 
Peggy. We're far frae ony road, and out of ſight; 
The lads they re feeding far beyant th height 
But tell me now, dear Jenny, (we're our lane,) 
What gars ye plague your wooer wi” diſdain ? 
nibours a” 2 yore care a 


y 


It; 


"wy 
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A berd mair ſheepiſh yet I never kend. 


Nang, L diana like him, Peggy, there's an 


He kames his hair indeed, and paes right ſnug, 


wi' ribbon-knots at his blue bonnet lug: 


Whilk penſylie he wears a thought a gee 

dic'd beneath his knee : 
He faulds his oer lay down his breaſt wi” care, 
And few gangs trigger to the kirk or fair; 


And ſpreads his 


for a* that, he can neither ſing nor ſay ; 


Except, Heu dye or, there's a benny dax. 
Peggy. Ye daſh the lad wi conſtant flight ing pride, 


Hatred for love is unco fair to bide : 


The la ve laugh at it till the dinner's paſt, 
And ſyne the fool thing is oblig' d ta faſt, 
Or ſcart anitier's leavins at the laſt. 


But ye l repent ye, if his love grow cauld, 
What like's a do: ty maiden when ſhe's auld? 
Like dawted wean, that tarrows at its meat, 
That for fome feckleſs whim will or p and greet; 


SANG III. Tune, Polwart on the green. 


; * dort y 2 repent 
kner's brarts grow cauld, 
4 nane her fate 51 tent, 
Seam as ber face looks auld : 


The dawted bairn thus taks the pet, 
Nor eats the hunger crave ; 
Whimpers and tarrows at its meat, 
Ad laupht at by the lade. 
They jeff it till the dinner”; ; 
1 fot 7 its ſell N *. 
The fool thing is oblig d to a 
Or cat what they've fel 4 


Fy, Jenny, think, and dinna fit your 


8 
a ſingle life a crime. 


13 
* 


5 


C 
:7gy. Nor — But love ia whiſpers lets us ken, 


That men were made for us and we for men. 
kens bimſel, 
tell. 


Jenay. If Roger is my jo, he 
„„ 


He 
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He glowrs and fighs, and I can gyeſs the cauſe; 
Bat wha's oblig'd to ſpell his bums and haw:s ? 
Whene'er he Eve to tell his mind mair plain, 
I'ſe tell him frankly ne er to du't again. 

They're fools that flav'ry like, and may be free ; 
The chiels may a” knit up themſelves for me. 

Peggy. Be doin your ways; for me I have a mind 
To be as yielding as my Patie's kind. 

Jenny. Heb, laſs! hqw can you lo'e that rattle ſkull? 
A very deil that ay maun ha'e his will, | | 
We'll ſoon hear tell what 2 poor feightan life 
You twa will lead, ſae ſoon's ye re man and wife. 


SANG IV. Tune, O dear mother, what mall I do? 


O dear Peggy love's 
We ought not to truff bes ſmiling ; 
| Better far to do as I do, 
; Leſt a harder luck betide you. 
L aſſes when their fancy's curry d, 
Think of nought but te be marry'd; 
Running to a life deſtroys 
Heartfone free and youthfu” joys. 
Peggy. I' rin the riſk, nor ha'e I ony fear, 
But rather think ilk langſome day a year, 
Til I wi” pleaſore mount my bridal 
Where on my Patie's breaſt PI lean my head. 
There we may kiGs as lang as king's good, 
And what we do, r it rude. 
4 bis will; why no? tis 
de im that, and he'll gi'e 2 
1 * He may indeed for ten or fifteen days 
Mak mickle o ye wi' an anco fraiſe, 
And dawt ye baith afore fowk, and your lane 
But ſoon as his is gane, 
Heil look upon you as his tether-ſtake, 
And think he's tint his freedom for your ſake. 
Inſtead then of lang days of ſweet delyte, 
Ae day be dumb, nd 4 the niet he'll fiyte ; 
And may be, in his barlikhoods nc'er ſtick 
To lend his low ing wife a lounder ing lick. 


Fegg, 
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Peggy. Sic coarſe ſpun thoughts as thae want pith to 
My mind ; I'm o'er far gane in love. (mo 
Patie to me is dearer than my breath, 
But want of him I dread nae other ſaith. 


How blythely can he f. and gently rave, 
And jeſt at RG Bee en ee. 
in day that he's alane upon the hill, 

He reads fell books that teach him meikle (kill. 

He i but what need | fay that or this? 
i ra ſpend a month ud you what he is ? 
na he ſays or does, there's fic a gate, 
The reſt ſeem coofs compar'd wi” my dear Pate. 
His better ſenſe will lang his love ſecure ; , 
l. nature hefts in fauls that's weak and poor. » 
Jenny. Hey bonny Laſs of Brankfume! or t be lang, 
Tour witty Pate will put you in a ſang. 
Otis a pleaſant thing to be a bride: 
Syne whinging gets a your ingle ſide, 
Yelping for this and that with faſhious dia : 
To mak them brats, then ye maun toil and ſpin. 
de wean fa's ſick, ane ſcads itſel wi” broe, 
Ane breaks bis ſhin, anither tines his ſhoe. * 
ie deil gaes o'er Jock Webſter ; hame grows hell 
Pate miſcaws ye war than tongue can tell. 


SANG V. Tune, How can I be ſad on my, . 
How ſhall I be ſad when a hafband I bac, . 

T hat has better ſenſe than ony of thas * 

Sour weak filly fallows, that ſudy like fools, 

To ſink their ain joy, and mak their wives ſnools. 

The man who is prudent nc er lightlies his wife, 

Or wi” dull reproaches encourages ftrife, 
He praiſes her virtues, and nc er will abuſe 
Her for a [mall failing, but find an excuſe. 

Peggy. Les tis a heartſome thing to be a wife, 

Ther round the ingle- edge young * 

Nis 32 | 
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Gif Pm ſae happy, I ſhall bave delighe . 
To hear their little plaints, and keep them right, 
Wow, jenny | can there greater pleaſure be, 
Then ſee ſic wee tots toolying at our knee ; 
When a they ettle at—their 
Is to be made of, and obtain a kifs ? 
Can there be toil in tenting day and night © 
Tae like o them, when love makes care de ? 
Jenny. Bat poortith, Peggy, is the warſt of a“, 
Gif &'er your beads ill chance ſhould begg ry draw; 
For little love or canty chear can come 
Frae duddy duublets, and a pantry toom: 
Your nowt may die the ſpate bear away 
Frae aff the howms your dais of hay—— 
The thick blawn wreaths of ſhaw; or blaſhy thows, 
May finoor your wathers, aud rot your ews. 
A dyvour buys your butter, weo and cheeſe, 0 
Bur or the day of payment, brezks and flees. 14 
Wi glooman brow the laird feeks in his rent; 10 
"Tis no to gie, your merchant's to the bent; | 
His bonoar mquana want, he pdinds your gear; 
Iyne driven frae houſe and hald, where will ye ſteer i 
Dear Meg, be wiſe, and lead a ſingle life: 
2 roth, it's nae mows to be a married wife. 
Pezgy. May fic ill luck befa” that ſilly fhe 
Wha has fic fears, for that was never me. 0 
Let fowk bode well, and ftrive to do their deft: 
Nae mair's required; let heaven make out the reſt. 
I've beard my honeſt uncle aften ſay, 
That lads ſhould a' for wives that's virtuous pray: 
For the maiſt thrifty man could never get 
A weel ſtor d room, unleſs his wife wad let; 
Wherefore nocht ſhall be wanting on my part, 
To gather wealth to raiſe my ſhepherd's beart. 
Whate'er he wins, I'll guide wr canny care, 
And win the at market, tron or fair, 
For halſome, clean, cheap, and ſufficient ware. 
A flock o lambs, cheeſe, butter, and fame woo; 
Shall firſt be ſald to pay the laird his due. 
Syne u behinds our ain ;—thus without fear, 
Wi love and routh we thro? the warld will ſteer; 


; when my Pate in bairns and gear grows rife, 
ell bliſs the day he gat me fof a wife. : 
J-nny. But what if tome young giglet on the green, 
I dimpled cheeks, and twa bewitching een, 
thou'd gar your Patie think bis ha'f worn Meg, 
ud her kend kiſſes hardly worth a feg ? "REN 
Peggy. Nae mair o that Dear jenny to be free, 
ert s ſome men conſtanter in love than we; 
7 Nor is the fer ly great, when nature kind 
Has bleſt them wi' ſolidity of mind, 
hey II reaſon calmly, and wi” kindneſs ſmile, 
Vhen our ſhort paſſions wad our peace beguile; 
ke, whenſoe er they flight their maiks at hame, 
[is ten to ane their wives are maiſt to blame. 
2 Pl] employ wr ure a my art, 
o keep him chearſu and ſecure his heart, 
Wat c'en when be comes weary frac the hill, 
Pl ha'e a” things made ready to his will; 
Wh winter when ke toils through wind and rain, 
A bleezing ingle, and a clean hearth ſtane ; 
er and ſoon as he flings by his plaid and ſtaff, 
The ſeething pot's be ready to tak aff; 
lean hag · a- bag Fil ſpread upon his board, 
ind ler ve him wi' the beſt we can afford. 
70d humour and white bi ſhall be 
uards to my face, to keep his love for me. 
ſt. Jen. A diſh of married love right ſoon grows cauld, 
id doſens down to nane, as fouk grows auld. 
| 2 But we ll grow auld together and ne er find 
be lots of youth, when love grows on the mind. 
Hirns and their bairns mak fare a firmer tye, 
Tuan aught in love the like of us can ſpy. 
dee yon twa elms that grow up fide by fide ; 
duppoſe them fome years ſyne 42 and bride ; 
arer and nearer ilka year they've preſt, 4 


Fein wide their fpreading branches are iacreas't, 
dad in their mixture naw are fully bleft. 
his ſhields the other frae the eaſtern blaſt, 
hat in return defends it frae the waſt. 

ic as ſtand ſingle (a ſtate ſae lik d by you') 
lenearh ill ſtorm frac every airth maun bow. F 2 
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Jenny. Pve done yield, dent kiffie, I maun yie 
Your better ſenſe has fairly wen the field, 
With the aſſiſtance of a litle fae 
Lies dern'd within my breaſt this mony a day. 
SANG VI. Tune, Nancy's to the green wood pane 
T yield, dear laſſe, ye have win, 
Aud there is nue denying, - 
T hat fure as light fuws frac the ſun, 
Frae love proceeds complying ; 
Fer thut we can do or ſay,  — 
*Gainft love, nae thinker heeds ws, 
Th: y ken our beſoms lodge the fac, 
That by the heart- rings lads us. 


Peggy. Alake poor priſoner! jenny that's no fair 
That ye'll no l t the wee thing tak the air: 
Haſte, let him out, we'll tent as weePs we can, 
Giff he be Bauidy's, or poor Rogers man. 

Jenny. Anither time's as geod-- for fee the fun 
Is right far up, and we're not yet begun 
Ta freethe the graith;— if canker'd Madge cur au 
Come up the burn, ſhe I gie's a wicked rant; 
But when we've done I'll tell ye a my mind; 
For this ſeems true, —nae Iafscan be unkind. [Fxeun 
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PROLOGUE. 
A furg thack houſe, before the dear a green: 
Hons on the — 5 in the dali are ſecn. 
On this . 3 that a bzre : 
A pcet ſlack joins, aud forms a rural [quare, 
The hsſe is Claud a: — there you ach him lean, 
Aud to his d vet ſeat invite his ſt ird. 
GLAUD ard SYMON. 
Claud. QOD morrow, nibour Symon, — con 
8 ſit down, d 
And gies your cracls, — What's the news in tow! 


» 


hw. At 


* 


' © * A PaftoraF esd. ' ty 

They tell e was in the her day, 

and ſald wur Crummock, and her baffen's quey; _ 

Fil warrant ye've coft a pund e- cur and dry; 

gy Ponte br dh? bor 

* a? 4-18 tent me now, auld 

lee news will Kitt mind wr j bo 

cou dna reſt ti I came 8 n 

To 0 tel) you-thiings hae taken fic a turn; 

Will gar our vile oppre ſſors ſtend like flaes, 

and fkulk in hidlingy on the heather braes. k 
Gland. Fy blaw !— Ati Symie! rattFug chiels ne'er 

To eleck and fpread the gruſſeſt hes aff hand, (ftand 

Whilk ſoen mes round like will-fire far and near: 

But looſe your pock, be't rue or feuſe let's hear. 

Symm. Secing's believing, Glaud, and I ha'e ſeen 

Hab, — es been ; 

Our brave good maſter, wha right wiſely fled, 

And left a fair eftate to fave his head | 

Becauſe ye ken fou weel he bravely choſe 

To ſhine, or ſet in glory wi” Montroſe. 

Now:Cromwell's to Nick; und ane ca'd Monk, 

Has plaid the R # right flee begunk 3. 

Reſtor'd King CHARLES, and ilka thing's in tune; 

And Rabby ſays, we'll ſee Sir William ſoon. 


SANG VU. Tuse, Cauld Kale in Aberdeen... 
—— .- 
pre and 
| Left uf efec them at the of - Ewa 
be af 20%. A. 
ee — "ET 
That bravely ſtands in the deſenci 
* e 
Tell oer your news again! atid/fwear err . 
And faw e Fab! and what #id'Halbert far? 
They have deen Cen © dreary time away. 
Now God be thanked that our dard coe "a | 
And bis elkate; Tay, can be aithly chin? 
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Su. They that hag-rid us till our guts did grane, 
Like greedy bears, dare nae mair do't again, 
And good Sir William fall enjoy his ain. 

Glaud. And may he lang, tor never did ke ſtent 
Us in our thriving wr.a racket rent: 
Nor gru:nbled if ane grew rich, or ſhor d to raiſe 
Our mailens when we pat on ſunday's claiths. 

Symen. Nor wad he lang, with ſenſeleſs ſaucy air, 
Allow our lyart noddles to be bare; Oo | 
put on your bonnet Symon — tak a ſeat— [Kate? 
© How's a' at hame ?——How's Elſpa ?—— How does 
© How ſells black cattle : Wat gie's woo this year? 
And lic like kindly queſtiuns wad he (peer. 


SANG VIII. Tune, Mucking of Geordy's byre. 
The laird who in riches and honour 
Wad thrine, ſhould be kindly and free ; 
Nor rack his poor tenants who labour, 
Ta riſe aboon poverty 
Elſe like the pack-horſe that's unſether d 
Had burden'd will tumble down faint ; 
That virtue by hardſhip is ſmother'd, 
And rackers aft tine their rent. 


Gland. Then wad he gar his butler bring bedeen 
The nappy bottle ben, and glaſfes clean, 
Whilk in our breaſt raie d ſic a blythſome flame, 
As gart me mony a time gaze dancing hame. 
My heart's e'en rais d Dear nibour will ye ſtay, 
And tak your dinner here wi me the day, 
We ll ſend for Elſpa tos and upo* fight, 
Pll whiftle Pate and Roger frac the height: 
Pll yoke my fled and fend to the neiſt rown, 
And bring a draught of ale baith ſtout and brown ; 
our cottars a man, wife, and wean, 
mon. | wadna bank my friend bizblyth deſign, 

Gif that it hadna firſt of A been mine; 


n I 
Yeſtreen 


flaw rwa wathers prime and fat, 


| A Paſtoral Comedy. 1 
Ei ue beok, 
— in the neuk. 
ee be ER” mY 
Ir meikle pot heads the w 


2 2 18 
ad we*ve invit niboure — — 
85 


— news, than what 1 — — 
dance ee, 


Enter Renan 


N x 


e never let a body fe te ſpins. ES U 
Claxd. — Gf break your — Nd 
, urn your t . 1 1 
wats: + rd 
— ike, 7 4 | 


1 —_— cu —— 


free their hin [the dairns in baſte, 
— —.— feet and waiſt; 
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As ye were 2 to get young lad or een; 
For we're gnen &'or to-dins wil Sym, Dofoen. 
Sym. _—— Madge —and, Gland, Fn o'er 


And fee that & be done 33 1-wad er. [ 


S CEN E I. 


PROLO G UE 

__——_—— .. 
At a / 2 led re 
With fald:d arms, and haff rait d hooks ye fee 
BAULDY his lune. 
HAT's this !——-l Anna bear't? Tu 


—— cl | 5 

c tne deils obedient to her crune. L 
hours, o'er the kirk-yard the raves, 7 
unchriſteu d weans out o „ 


—_— FEET g is 
eee J . 
ins wWitherſhins about rhe hembek : 2 
id ſeven times does ber prayers backward * 
in Plotcock comes wi k:'mps o Laplan oy | 
xt wi” r N 


If this, unſonly pictures aft be makes 


law and racking pains afore a fire, - 


uck fou & prins; the devil pictures melt, 

e pain by fowk they reprefent is fek. p 
d youder's Mauſe ; ay, ay, the kens ſou weel, 
ben ane like me comes rinning to the de il. 

be and her cat fit bee king in her 

o ſpeak my errand, faith amaiſt I feard : 

t | maun do't, though | ſhouꝰd never thrive ; 

vey gallop faſt, that deils and lfſes drive. | 


S CE NE I 


; PROLOGUE. 
A green tail yard, a little fount, 
There {ts a wife wrinkled; rent, 
And yet ſhe ſpon and ſings. 


SANG IX. Tune, Carle an' the King come. 
USE» EGGT now the lings come, 
; | Peggy now now the lings come, 
Thou mey and ] ſhall ſing, 

Peggy ſince the tings come. 
Nae mair the hawhies — . thou milk, 


change th nat : 
pop dr ates 


Now Peggy ſince the king's come. 

Enter Baur pr. 
. How does auld bone ſt lucky o the glen ? 
look baith hale and feir at threeſcore ten. 


Maus. Len twining out a thread wi little din, 
beeking wy cauld limbs afore the fun. 


. 


518 


What 


1 — en — 
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What brings my bairn this gate ſae air at morn? 
Is there nae muck to lead ?—to threſ nae corn ? 
+Bauldy. Enough o baith —but ſomerhing that requi 
Your helping hand, employs now a my cares. 
Mauſe. My helping hand, alake! what can I do 
That 22. — baith eild and bow? 
Bauldy. Ay, but you're wile, and wiſer far than 
Or maiſt part o* the pariſh tells a ie. 
Mauſe. O' what kind wiſdom think ye I'm paſſeſt 
That lifts my character aboon the reſt? 
Bauldy.. The word that gangs how ye'reſae wiſe and 
e' Il may be tak it ill gif I ſhou d tell. cel 
Mauſe. What a me, Bauldy let me hear 
Keep nacthiag up, ye naething hae to fear. 
Bauliy. Weel, ye bid me, I ſhall tell ye a 
That 1 ane talks about you, but a flaw. 
When the laſt wind made Glaud a roofleſs barn, 
When laſt the burn bore down my mither's yarn, 
When Brawny elf. ot never mair came hame ; 
When Tibby kirn'd and there nae butter came; 
When Beſfly Freetock's chuffy-ch-eked wear W 
To a fairy turn d, and cou dna ſtan” its lane; 
When Wane wander'd ae night through the ſhaw, £2. 
And 2 bimſel amaiſt amang the ſnaw ; Th 
go's mare ſtood ſtill and ſwat wi” frigit, IA 


ve eooght eat te howdy anger 0 ; 
Wh Bk — 1 — 
And Sara tint a ſnood Was nae mair leen; 
You, Lucky, gat the wyte o' a“ felt out, 
And ilk a ane here dreads. you round about: 
— A ard .40 ho ge ye faith: 
or me to w , I'll be v 
2 Fil Qrive to pleaſe 
You wi” 2 of hn as. peaſe. 
Mauſe. I thank —— nn Wie your demand 
And ff L can, TI lend my helping hand. 

Then Þ ke —Nepsis fond o' me 
Peg n þ 
But Neps I downa ſee 
Neps and than 
eren Maaſ 


Manufe. Tux my on to gar the bowls row right; 

Sac ways come again at night: | 

| a 

forth a“ your . e hae care. 

Di Well Mauſe Fil come, gif I the road can fine; 

But if ye raiſe the deil, he'll raiſe the wind ; 

Me rain and thunder, may be when tis late, 

Will mak the night ae mirk, I'll tyne the gate. 

We're a“ to rant in Symie's at a feaſt, | 

D! will ye come like badrons, for a jeſt; 

And there ye can our diff rent baviours ſpy : 

nere 's nane ſhall ken o't there but you and I. 

Maut. "Tis like I m_ but let na on what's paſt 
elſe 


Twixt and me, fear a little caft. 
— If I aught o* your ſecrets e er advance, 
May ye ride on me ilka night to France. 


3 Exit Bauldy. 
MAUSE her laue. 
Hard luck, alack ! when poverty and eild, 
Weeds out o faſhion, and a lanely bield, 
Wi a ſma' ſmack o wiles, ſhould in a twitch, 
Gi'e ane the hatſu name, > aw 
This fool imagines, as do mony | | 
That Pm a wretch in compact wi” Auld Nick ; 


Becauſe by education I was taught - 


To ſpeak and act aboon their common thought. 

Their groſs miſtake ſhall quickly now appear, | 
wn Dan they ban Wh ang, what keeps me bere. 
Nane kens but me;— and if the morn were come, 
PII tell them tales will gar them a” fing dum. Cenis 


SCENE Ww. 
ah PROLOGUE. 


| and li . 
1 „ W 


* 
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pariz and PIGGIE. 
Peggy. Patie let me gang, I maunna ; 
nd O We're baith cry'd hame, 2 ſhe's 


away. 
Patie. I'm laith ti part ſae ſoon; now we're alane, 
And Roger he's awa wi Jenny gane; 
They're as content for aught I hear or ſee, 
To be alane themſelves, I judge, as we. 
Here, where primroſes thickeſt paint the green, 
Hard by this little burnie let us lean. 
Hark how the lav rocks chant aboon our heads! 
Ho faft the weſtlin winds ſough through the reeds! 
Peggy. The fcented meadows—birds—and healthy 
For aught I ken, may mair than Peggy pleaſe. [breezz, 
.Patic. Ye wrang me fair, to doubt my being kind; 
In ſpeaking ſae ye ca“ me dull and blind: 
Gif I could fancy aught's ſae ſweet or fair 
As my dear Meg, or worthy of my care. 
Thy breath is ſweeter than the ſweeteſt brier, 
Thy cheek and breaft the ſineſt flowers appear; 
Thy words excel the maiſt delightfu* notes, 


* 0 \ 
A Paſtoral Comedy. 
Peggy. Then keep your auh. But mony 


* 


ind de manfworn to twa in half a year. ook oof 
low I believe ye like me wonder weel ; Q 
But if a fairer your heart ſhou'd ſteal, © 
2 {four Meg forſaken bootleſs might relate, 


U — wes Good ence by SNAG: Prbe- 
Patie. Pu ſure I canna e — hors 
Though we're but young l' ve 

I mind it weel, when thon couꝰ dſt hardly gang, 

Ir liſp out words, I choos'd you frae the thrang 
Of a* the bairns, and led thee by the hand, 
4 rr 

2 ſmiling by my fide, I took delite 

Þ pan the wi roots ſne white, 
which, as weel as my young fancy cou d. 
vr thee | plet the fim'ry belk and inood. 
Fogey- Then Gan 
| | to milk the ews ſirſt try'd-my fill, 
To bear a leglen was nae toil-to me) | 
Then at the bught at e en I met wi? thee. 
Patie. When cornsgrew 

noom d on the moor and riſing fe lle, 
ae birns, or briers or whins e er troubled 
if I cou'd find blae berries ripe for thee. 


the Ews : . 


7 ere's nane like . 
== 


« when wy Bog — Mill, 
max, or the Laſs of Patie': 
t is a-fhouſand times mair ſweet ro me: 

» Dog TIT they canna ſing like thee. 

Ho eith-can laſſes trow what they deſine, 
2 

ut wha loves beſf let time and carriage tryt 


— ww 


Ys Be 


d you mony a year; 


wi ſhepherds to the hill, 


— 


Pegy- When thoa didſt wreſtle, run, or putt the ſtane, 


* 2 
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Yee noe ae wy EEG | 
to contrive what pleaſant is for thee. 


SANG X. Tune, The Yellow hair'd Ladie. 


i . PEGGY. 
When firſt my dear ladis gade to the 
ful 1 cu ming Bet [yd my rang fl 
To bear the milk bowie na- was fo me, 

Wien Je the baghting farguther'd ef ie. 

| ATIE. 

When corn riggs wav'd yellow, and blue heather bell: 

Bleo nd bonny on mera, and ſweet riſing fells, - 

Nae birns, briers, or breckens, gave trouble to me, 

r at 

EGG r. 

Mien thou ran or wreſtled, ar put ted the lane, 

And came off the nir, my heart was ay fain > 

Thy illa ſport mn, gave pleaſure tome; 

For nane can putt, wreſite, or run ſwift as thee. 

ATIE. 


2 ng: ſaftly the Cowden Broom Knows, 
lilts ſweetly the Milking the ews, 
— rw Jenny Nettles lile Nancy can ſing, 


. Tarr the Wood Ladie, 5% gars aur lugs ring, 
But when my dear Peges ſings we better hill, 


Die Boatman, Tweed-fide, or the Laſs of the Mill, 
"Tis mony times ſw:eter and pleaſant t» 


For th they fg nc, they cr" 


B 
. thee, 7 


PEGGY. : 1 


4 

a 

Faris. Wert thou a giglet gawky like the lave, 4 

That little better than our nowt behave : 
At aaughe they'll ferly, — ſenſeleſs tales believe; 0 
Be blyth for filly heghcs, for trifles grieve tm _ 

Sic ne er cou'd win my heart, that kenna how, 4 
— 7 


But 


I A Paſtoral Comedy. 
In thou in better ſenſe, without a flaw, 
Þ in thy beauty far excels them * 2:2 
kind, and a my care ſhall de, 
fo 10 comrive what pleaing is for thee. 


Agreed,—Butharken! yon'sauld aunty's cry, 


Peggy- 
Lken they'll wonder what can mak us ſtay. 
Pat. And let them ferly.--Now, - Ii kiſs, 
Or fiveſcore rr 
And ſyne we'll ſing the ſang wi tunefu joe, 
Fhat I made up laſt ok on you and me. 


Peggy. Sing firſt, ſyue claim your hire 
PFatie. 


| SANG Xt. To its ain tune. 


Paris ſings. 
By the delicious warmneſs of 
4 rowing eyes that ſailing tell the truth, 
I gu? my. laffie that as well as J, 
Tou're made or love, and why ſheuld you deny ? 
Prcer fings. | 
But len ye lad, gin we confeſs o'er ſoon, 
Te think us cheap, and ſyne the wooing”s-done ; 
The maidens that oer quickly tyne their pow'r, 


Like unripe fruit, will taſte but hard — ſow'r. 
But gin they hin Rs «Do 
lb boy fog may tyne and fa: may ye 


Red cheeled you compleatly ripe appear, 
4nd I have tha and woc da lang 5 year. 


PEccv-lngs, 9 into Pewie” 5 arms. 
Then dinna pu me ; 


Into my Patie's arms, for 
But flint your wiſhes 1 


And mint Ye farther tl wwe go Avnet — 
0 


PaT1s, with his left 
armſu, hence ye — away, 
7 age} my treafure the l/ive-lang day: 


Pi dream my Ar o'er again 
dey com hat yo be ay ain, 


Well, I agree. _} 


C3 Sang 
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Sung by back. | 
Sun, gallog dows the weſtlin ties, J 
Gang ſoon te bed, and quickly riſe; 
O laſh yoar ſtecds, poſt tima away, 
And hafie about gur bridal day ! 
And if ye're wearied, hoxeſt light, | 
Sleep, gin ye like, a week that night. 
End of the Second ACT. 


— — — q⁵— — 6—— 


— | — — 
ACT HI. Scenes I. 2 
PROLOGUE. 10 
Naw turn your eyes beyond yon ſpreading lyme, * 
And tent a man whoſe beard ſeems leech d ui time: Nrill 
An elwand fills his hand, his habit mean, F 
Nae doubt, ye Il think he has a pedlar been ; ind 
But whiſht! it is th: Knight in maſquerade 
T hat comes hid in this cloud ta ſe 22 p 
Obſerne how pleas'd the loyal ſufferer moves, 
Thre” his auld av" news, ances delightfa* groves, 


Sir WILLIAM feln l 

T Gentieman thus bid in low diſguiſe, 

VII for a fpace unknown delight mine eyes, 
With a full view of ev'ry fertile plain, 
Which I once luſt, Which now are mine again. 
Yet 'midit my joys ſome proſpects pain renew, 
Whilit I my once fair ſeat in ruins view. 
Yonder, ah me! i; deſalately ſtands, 
Without a roof, the gates alba from their bands; 
The eaſements all broke down, no chimney left, 
The naked walis of tap'ſtry all bereft :- 
My ſtables and pavilians, broken Walls! 
That with each rainy blaſt decaying falls : 
My gardens, once adorn'd the maſt e . 
Wich all that nature, all that art makes fweet ; 


Where round the 'd green, and pebble walks, 
The devy — an their Ralks: 


- 


- & Paſtoral C 17. | „ 
with nettles, docks and brier, | 
>» [Jaccacinths nor Eglintines appear, 
* do theſe — to ruin yield, 
here peach and nectꝰrine branches found a bield} 
ind baſlC'd in rays, which early did produce 
ruit fair to view, delightful in the uſe! 
round in gapes the moſt in rabbiſh"iy, ' 
ad from what ſtands the wither d branches fly. 

hele ſoon ſhall be repair d: — and now my j 
— Wor bids all grief hen I'm to fee my Boy, 

y only prop, and object of my care, 


| 


* 


:ce heav'n too ſoon call'd — mother ſair: 

im, ere the rays of reaſon cTear'd his thought, 

ſecretly to faithful _ brought. 

ind charg'd him ſtrictly to conceal his birth, 

er fill we ſhould fee what changing times brought forth. 

id from himſelf, he ſtarts up by the dawn, 

Ind ranges careleſs o'er the heights and lawn, 

iter hls fleecy charge, ſerenely gay, 

Vith other ſhepherds whittling o'er the day. 

rice happy life! that's from ambition free, 

le mov'd frum cruwns and courts, how chearfully 
quiet, contented mortal ſpends his time | 

i kearty health, his ſoul unitain d with crime 


SANG Ml. Tune, Happy Clown. 


* 
. 


s 0'er the beights and lawn, 
After ; bleeting flacks. 

Healthful and innocently gay 

He chauts and whiſtles out the day ;- 

Unutaught to ſmile, and then betray, 
Like caurtly weather 3 
ife happy from ambition free, 

7 th aud nile bypecriſy: - 

When truth and lone with joy agree, 
Unfullied with a crime. 

Uma d with what diſturbs the great, 

In proping of their pride and ſtate, 2 

He lives, and unafraid of fate, : 
Contented ſpends his time. 
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New tow'rds good Symen's houſe Pl bend my way, 


And ſee what makes yon gamboling to-day; 
All on the green in a fair wanton ring, 


youthful tenants gaily dance and hag. 
S CEN E ll. 
PROLOGUE. 
Symon's houſe, 7 , 
ee 


Fhere 5 nought ſuper. f ou to 
Or coſtly. ta be foumd, 


WW? the brown cow to clear their cen, 
fuß, crack, and tak their reſt. 


SYMON, GLAUD, and ELSPA. 


Claud. E ance were young our ſe]k—1 like to ſee 
The bairns bob round wi other merrily, 

Troth, Symon, Patie's grown a ſtrapan lad, 
And better looks than his I never badez 
Amang the lads be bears the gree awa', 
And tells his tale the of them a'. 

E. Poor man! he's a great comfort to us baith: 
God mak him guad, and hide him ay frac ſkaith. 
Hei a bairn, Fil fay't, well worth our care, 


That ga'e us ne'er vexation late or air. 


He ſeems to be wi' Peggy's beauty tane, 
troth my niece is a right dainty wean, 

A ye ken: a bonnier needna be, 

Ner better,---bc't ſhe were nac kin to me. 


_ = * - 
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Saen. Ha! Glaud, I doubt that ne er will be a match, 
y Patie's wild, and will be ill to catch; 
d or he were, for reaſon's III no tel, 
d rather be mixt wi” the mook myſell. 
am, Claud. What reafons can ye have? There 5 nave, Pm 
ſaleſs that ye caſt up _ — but poor: Cure, 
ut gif the | 
1 be to her as my a KEY d. 
curſcore of breeding ews of my ain birn, 
ive ky that at ae milking fills a kirn, 
gie to Peggy that day ſhe's a bride; 
y and — gif my luck abide, 
en lambs — — time, as lang's r live, 
nd twa El yearly to um We. 
Elſpa, Ye r f ar kind G 2222 
That may be is not fit noobs Sy ring 
$5 mon. Or this day eight-days likely he hall Wy 
dat our denial — fight his bairn. 
Claud. Weel. dae mair ot: · come gresthe other bend, 
ell drink their bealths, waatever way it end. 
Their healths gae ruund. 
Symon. But will ye tell me, by ſome. 2 
our niece is but a that was laid 
own at your hallen ſide, ac morn in May, 
ight clean row'd up, and bedded on dry =, 
Claud. That clatteran Madge my titty, te ls fic flaws, © 
hene er our Meg her cankart humour gaws. - | 
Enter JENNT- 
Jenny. O father! there 's an auld man on the green, . 
ze felleſt fortune-teller e er was ſeen: 
tents our loofs, and ſyne whops out a book, 
th: rns o'er the leaves, and gjes our brows a look: 
ne tells the oddeſt tales that e er ye heard; 
head is grey, n+ Jac bb y his beard. 

— Gae bring him in, we II hear what he can ſay, 

* 


75 


ſee 
iy, 


ane ſhall gang hungry by my houſe to day. 9 

for his reſlewg fortunes, troth I fear, _ 

kens nae mair o that than my grey mare. 

Gland. Spae men! the truth o“ a er Eggl an 
r greater Nags never ram thereon. 2 


— * 2 
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Symon. Te re welcome honeſt carle —here tak aſex, 
Sir Will. I give ye thanks goodraan, Fſe no be blate, 

: Claud. n Came t ye friend, How far came 


Sir Will. 1 pledge ye nibour, een but little way: 
Rouſted with eild, a wee piece gate ſeems lang, 
I dow gang 


Twa miles or three's the maiſt « 
Symon. Ye're welcome here to ſtay a“ night wi” me, 
And tak fic bed and board as we can gie. 

Sir Will. That's kind unſought —Weel gin ye ba'e 

a bairn 

That ye like weel, and wad his fortune learn, 
I ſhall employ the fartheſt of my kill 
To ſpace it fai » be't good or ill. 
- Symon. [pointing to Patic.} Only that Iad—alack! 
I ae nae mae, | 
Either to mak me joyfu' now or wae. 

Sir Will. Th let's ſee your hand what 

ye meer? 


Patie. your fkilPs but little worth I fear. 
l. Ye cut before the point— Bur Billy byde, 
I'll wager there's a mouſe mark on your ſide. 
a Beteech-us to! and weel I wat that's true; 
Awa, awa! the deil's o'er girt wi” you; 
Four iach aneath his exter is the mark, 
Scarce ever ſeen ſince he firſt wore a fark. 
Sir Will. Fu tell ye mair, if this young lad be ſpar d 
But a ſhort while, he'll be a braw rich laird. (now! 
A laird! —Hear ye goodman —what think ye 
__ au, | diana ken: auld, man! what art thou! 
Fair fa' your heart, tis good to bode of wealth, 
Come, turn the timer to laird Patie's health. 

4  [Patic's health gaes round. 
Patie: A laird oftwa good whiſtles and a kent, 
Toa curs my truſty tenants on the bent, 
I n 1 

car er break your jokes on me» 
Sm. Whiſht Patie, —letthe man look o'er your hand, 
Aſt- times as broken a ſhip has come to land. 
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MM Sir William looks a little at Patie's hand, then coun- 
_ falling into a trance, while they endeavour 
to 51 ri . 


Elſpa. Preſerve's—the man's a warlock, or poſſeſt 
r tome nae good, or ſecond fight at leaſt : 


There is he now ? 
He's ſeeing a that's done 


Glard. 

3 ilka place, beneath or yont the moon. 

Elſp. Thae ſecond ſighted fowk, (His peace be here!) 
things far aff, and things to come, as clear 

I can fee my thumb wow! can he tell 

Spear at him ſoon as he comes to himſe],) : 

ow ſoon we ll ſee Sir William ?—Whiſht, he heaves, 

id ſpeaks out —— words like _ that raves. 

Symon. He'll grow better haſte ye, 

k ! Had fill him up a taſs of uſquebae. * — 


Sir William farts up and ſpeaks.. 


&« , Knight that for a LION fought 
b „ aint « herd of bears, 
e, 1 © Was to long toil and trouble brought 
« Jn which ſome thouſands ſhares : 
e: 4% But now again the LION raves, 


&« And joy ſpreads ver the plain. 
« The LTON has defeat the bears, 
all « Ther Bagh is « fow fore Pall bring 
ar cc , in 4a few Js e 
aw ! 4% K ſhepherd auld, 
x ye his. 
zou? 


1 Jr the del, 
and, Io tell ſome tales that fouks wad ſecret keep; 
2 do you get them tali you in your fleep ? 


Str 


: - 
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S. Will. Howe'er I get them, never ſaſb your beard, 
Nor come l to read fortunes for reward; 
But ll lay ten to ane wi ony here, 
That all I propheſy ſhall ſaon appear. 
$ymon. You propheſying fowks are odd kind men 
8 2 - - ny aha 
wimpled meani unco » 
Whilk ſoon will . moor and dale. 
Claud. N' nae fma? fport to hear how Sym. belie ve 
And taks't for goſpel what the ſpae- man gives 
Of flawing fortunes, whilk he evens to Pate : 
But what we wiſh, we trow at ony rate. 
Sir Will. Whitht ! doubtfu' carle; for ere the ſun 
_ * Has driven twice round the ſea, 
What T have faid ye mall ſee done 
In part, or nae mair credit me. 
Cad. Well be't fac friend, I ſhall ſay naithing mairf 
But I've twa fonly Lies young and fair, 
ripe for men: I wiſh you could forſee 


a 

Plump 1 
Sic fortunes for ight prove joy to me. 4 
ir þ 


Sir Will. Nae 
Till darkneſs black the bent : 

Have but ances a day that giſt; | 

Sac reſt a while content... N Ee 
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8 G E NE m. 
PROLOGUE. 


FENNT pretends an errand 
F ROGER &, the reſt, 
whiſper ou his melting flame, 


To 
and thrw his laſſies breaſt. 

dehind a buſh, weel hid frae ff * uy 4pands 

( 4 Mr 3 A s like te preet. 

2 nd. tat; 
ROGER R 

Feger. _ peak t'ye, wad ye let; 
* And yet er 3 


228 


Jenny. And what would ſay, if he cou'd ſpeak ? 
m I oblig'd to gueſs what ye're to ſeck ? 

Roger. 1 

aith by my ſervice, fighs, 


nd I maun out wi't, tho” I rift your fcorn ; 

e're never frac my hes baith een and morn. 

b! cou'd I loe you lefs, I'd be : 
happier far, cu d ye but 
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But we're nae ſooner fools to gie conſent, 
Than we our daffin and tint pow'r repent - 
When priſon'd in four wa's a wife right tame, 
Altho' the firſt, the greateſt diudge at hame.. 
Reger. That only happens when for ſake o' gear, 
Ane wales a wife, as he wad buy a mare: 
Or when dull parents bairns together bind 
Of different tempers, that can ne er prove kind; 
But love, tine downright love, engages me, 
Tho thou fſhuu'd ſcorn— ſtill to delight in thee. 
7-nny. What ſugar'd words frac woboer's lips can ſa 
Eut girning marriage comes and ends them a'; 
I've icen wi' ſhining fair the morning rife, 
And loon the fleety clouds mirk a' the ſkies; 
ve ſeen the filler ſpring a while rin clear, 
And ſoon in muſſy puddles diſappear : 
The bridegroom may rejoice, the bride may ſmile; 
Bur ſoon contentions a their joys beguile. 
Roger. I've ſeen the morning riſe wi' faireſt light, 
The day unclouded, fink in calmeft night: 
Pve ſeen the ſpring rin wimpling thro]. the plain, 7 
Increaſe and join the ocean without ſtain : 
The bridegroum may be blyth, the bride may ſmilegÞ® 
Rejoice thro? life, and a' yuur fears beguile. 
Fenny. Were | but ſure ye lang would love maintait 
The feweſt words my ealy heart could gain; 
For { maun own, ſince now at laſt you're free, 
Altho' I jok'd, I lo'ed your company: 1 
And ever had a warmneſs in my breaſt, 
That made ye dearer to me than the reſt. 


Keger. I'm now! o'er happy! haud my 
This guſh of pleafure's like to be my dead, 
Come to my arms! or ſtrike me! I'm 2 fir d 


Wi” wond' ring love! let's kiſs till we be tir d. 
Kiſs, kiſs! we ll kiſs the ſun and ſtarns away, 
And ferly at the quick return o day! 

O jenny! let my arms about thee twine, - 
And birze thy bonny breaſts and lips to mine. 


— - — — 


SAN 
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1 
SANG XIII. une, Leith-wind. 


Junxy. 
Were I afſur'd you'd conſt ant prove, 
Ten 'd nae mair complain; 
ar, The eaſy maid beſet with love, 
Few words will quickly gain : 
For I muſt own. now ſince ye're free, 
This too fond heart of mine 
Has lang, a black-ſole true to thee, 
Wiſh'd te be pair d with thine. 
RoeER. | 
Tm happy now, ah! let my head 
Upon thy breaſt recline ! 
The pleaſure ſtrikes me near-hand dead, 
Is Jenny then ſac lind. 
: O let me birze thee to my heart ! 
ile; And round my arms entwine ; 
Delightfu” thought, we'll never part | 
Come preſi thy mouth to mine. 


Jenny. Wi' equal joy my eaſy heart gies way, 
oown thy weebtry'd love has won the day. 
pw by the warmeſt kiſſes thou haſt tane, 

r thus to Jove me, when by vows made ane. 
Lager. I ſwear by fifty thouſand yet to come, 

r may the firſt ane ſtrike me deaf and dumb, 
re ſhall not be a kindlier dawted wife, 
you agree wi” me to lead your life, 


SANG XIV. Tune, O'er Boggie. 


JENNY. 
Veel, I agree, ye're ſure of me: 
Next to my father gae ; 
Mul him content te gie conſent, 
He lt hardly ſay you nay - 

For ye ha'e what he wad be at, 
And will commend you weel, 
Since parents auld think love grows cauld, 
Where bairns want milk and meal, 

D 2 | 


*:  WÞ 


AN 


Should 
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Should he deny, I care na by, 
1 vain : 

& my aid and ſworn, 
—_— thee 17 
n nh,, , wor learn to change 
Lite theſe in high degree: 7 . 
Aud if yew prove faithful in love, 
Fowl fad nee fenlt in me. 


Shorn frae my bob-tail'd n 
Gude twenty pair o blankets fer our bed, 
Wi' meikle care, my thrifty mither made: 
Uk thin that maks a hartfome touſe and tight, 
Was till her care, my farher's great celight. 
They left we 4 which now gi'es joy to me, 
Beeauſe I can gie 2* my dear, to thee : 
And had I fifty times a meikle mai 


is-FORrs ; new baud them faſt, 
And guide them as ye like, to gar them laft. 
Indo my beſt :--- but {ee wha comes this wa 
Meg :—beſides, I manna ſtay : 

| frac ither now, n 
we'll dree a deal o fcern. 


Rog. Towhere the faugh ice des the mennen-poo 
Tu frae the hill come down, when day grows coc|: 


Keep triſte; and meet me there ;---there let us meet 
To kiſs, * r nought ſae fw 


Iv. 


PROLOGUE. 


; preſents the <q 

Within 72222 of the place, 

Where all laoks ruineus and grim, 
Nor has the Baron ſhown his face: * 


ww Y%** OY 


bd ns ry th, oy ot mw 4. v9 *«_ a 4 


. A Paſtoral Comedy. 
But joking with bis ſhepherd leel, 
Aﬀt ſpeers the gate he tens fu" weel. 

Sir WILLIAM and SYMON. 1 
Sir W. whom belongs this houſe, O much decay d? 
Sym. To ane that loft it, lending gen'rous 

To bear the head up, when rebellious Tail [aid 
Againſt the laws of nature did prevail. 
Sir William Worthy is our maſter's name, 
Whilk fills us a wi joy, now He's come hame. 


* 


Sir William draps -þ "2 beard c 
Sy mon tr ces | 
- ige, with fond regard, 


And graſps him round t knees. 
maſter ! dear maſter !--.do I breathe 
To Ke him heakty, ſtrong, and free from ſkaith! 
4 Return'd to chear his wiſhin 


' as puniſhment o their ſin, 
are within is rent degree © kin; 
3 
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Rias in ilk trader's debt, wha's face unjuſt 
To his ain fam'ly as to gi'e him truſt. - 

Sir Will. Such uſeleſs branches of a common-wealth 
Should be lopt off, to give a ſtate more health, 
Unworthy bare refleftion——-Symon, run 


Oer all your obſervations on my fon ; F 
A parent's fondneſs eaſily finds excuſe, * 
But do not with indulgence truth abuſe. 1 
Symon. To ſpeak bis praiſe, the langeſt ſummer · day 
Wad be ver mort cou'd 1 them right dilplays * . 
ia word and deed he can ſae weel behave, 1 
That out o ſight he runs before the lave: F! 
And when there's e er a quarrel or conteſt, H. 
Patrick's made judge, to tell whaſe cauſe is beſt, Ar 
And his decrect ſtands good —he' Il gar it ſtand ; Er 
Wha dares to grumble finds his cor rect ing hand; 
WY a firm look, and a commanding way, 1 
He gars the proudeſt o our herds obey. = \ 
Sir Will. Your tale much pleaſes my good friend II 
proceed : 8 


What learning has he, can he write and read: 
Symon. Baith wonder weel: for troth I didna ſpare 

To gi'e him at the ſchool enough o' lair 3 

And he delytes in books He reads and ſpeaks 

WWI fouks taat ken them, Latin words and Greeks. 
Sir Vill. Where gets he books to read—and o' wit 

Thy ſome give light, ſome blindly lead the blind. (kind! 

Sm. Whene'er he drives our ſheep to Edinburgh port, IT 

Ie buys ſome books of hiſtory, ſang, or ſport: St 

Nor does he want o them 2 routh at will, N. 

And carries ay a pouchfu” to the hill. 

About ane Shakeſpeare and. a famous Ben, 

He aftens ſpeaks, and ca's them beſt of men, 

How ſweetly Hawthornden and Stirling ſing, 


And ane ca'd Cowley, loyal to his king, 

He kens fu” weel, and gares their verſes ring. 

I ſometimes thought that he made oer great fraize, 
About fine poems, hiſtories, and plays. - 

When | reprov'd him anes——a book he brings, 
WY this quath he, en braes I crack wi' kings. 


Sr 


Sir M. He anfwer'd well; and much ye glad my ears 
When ſuch accounts I of my ſheyherd hear; 
Reading ſuch books can raiſe a peaſant's mind 
Above a lord*s, that is not thus inclin'd. . 

S mon. What ken we better, that ſae ſindle look, 
Except on rainy Sundays on a book; rey 
When we a leaf or twa haf read, haf ſpell, 

'[il} a* the reſt fleep round as weel's our fell. .' 
ay Sir V. Well jeſted, Sy mon: — but one queſtion more, 
Nr only aſk you now, and then give o' er. 

The youth's arriv'd the age when little loves 

Fl:ziter around young hearts, like coolag doves: 

Has nae young laſſie with inviting mien, 

And roſie che ek the wonder of the green, 

Engag' d bis look, and caught his youthfu* heart ? 

S mon. I feard the warſt, but kend the ſma*eſt part, 
Til late I ſaw him twa three times mair ſweer, 

With Glaud's fair niece, then I thought right or meet, 
had my fears; but now have nought to fear, 

Since like yourſel, your fon will ſoon appear; 

& gemleman enrich'd wi? a' theſe charms, 

May bleſs thafaireſt, beſt born lady's arms. 

Sr NV. This night muſt end his unambitious fir e, 
Wh.n higher views ſhall greater thoughts inſpire, 
6 Symon, bring him quickly here to me, 

None but yourſelt ſhall our ficit meeting ſee: 
nd? MYcnder's my horte and ſervants nigh at hand, 
ort, ¶ Tucy come juſt at the time I gave command : 

straight in my own apparel Ill go dreſs ; 
Now ye the ſecret may to all confeſs. 

Symon. Wi' how much joy I on this errand flee, - 
Taere's nane can ken that is not downright me. 

Exit Symon. 

Sir Will. ſolus. When the event of hope ſuccesfully 

appears, | | 
One happy hour cancels the toil of years; 
A thauſand toils are loſt in Lethe's ſtream, 
Vid cares evanih like a morning dream; 
Vien-wiſh'd for pleaſures rife like morning light, 
The pain that's paſt enhances the delight. RE 4 


end 


are 
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Theſe joys I fee!, that words can il 
Ine'er had known without my late diitreſs. 
But from his ruſtic buſineſs and love, 
I muſt, in haſte, my Patrick ſoon remove, 
To courts and camps that may his foul improve. 
Like the rough di mond, as it leaves the mine, 
Only in liztle breakings ſhews its light, 
Till artful. poliſhing has made it ſhine ; 
Thus education makes the genius bright. 
SANG XV. Tune, Wat ye wha I met yeſtreen. 
22 
hoſe flames but over lowly 
2 
N 
rough diamond 


hed arts hes ACT. 


"ACT W. 8c u l. 
ARO LO G UE. 


The ſcene deſcrib'd in former page. 
Benxldy':s enfet ——enter A nd Madge. 
Mauſe. U laird's come hame and owns un 
That's news indeed! 
E. eren A os 
they were a in Symon's yard, 
Sir William, like a warlock, wi a beard 
' Five nives in , and white as driven ſnaw, G 
us came, ery'd, Hand ye merry « ; 
We ferly'd meikle at his unco look, 
Whiie frae his poutch he whirled forth a book, 
As we ſtood round about him on the green 
= do» ache „ but fix'd on Pate his een; 
Then paw eee... 
Tot for bis pains and if wad nactbing have 


A 
Manſe. Then ſure the 
Wad rin about him and hand out their loof. 
Ag faſt as flaes ſkip to the tate o' woo, 
Whilk flee: Tod-lawrie hads without his mow, 
When he to drown them and his hips 10 cool, 
In Summer day flides backward in a pool: 
In mort, he did for Pate braw things foretel, 


Without the he lp uring or ſpell; . 
1 dire be withdrew, 


Hung 


p 
Symon rad — 
Ye'll hear out a” the Er , 

And troth tis cen right odd when 2 is done; 

To think how Symon ne er afore wad tell, 

Na, no ſae _— Co —— | 
Our poor thin has loft her jo. , 
a It may be he wha kens, and may be no. _ 
To lift a 


Tween a herd's bairn, and ane o gentle blood ! 

Sic faſhi do king Broce's days might be: 

i Bur ſtream fer lien now we never ſee. 2 
. Gif Pate forſake her, Bauldy the may gain, 
Yonder be cont, and wow-bor he looks fain 


h where Patrick thought to tiel! 
1 


Fer my marry 
Tanze hte, quorh Fochy, ye may let me * 5 
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Well liket Bauldy, that's a dainty ſang, 
Tu gie ye't 2 tis better than "tis lang, 

; [Sings again, 


1 has qaind and ar, I hae land enough, 

1 hae ſcven geed owſen gan ging in a pler 

7522 , and linkan der the 
in ye winna tak me, Teen let ye be. 

I hae a good h houſe, a harn and a byre, 

A peet ſtact fare the door, we'll make a rantin fire, 


PH make a ranting fire and merry ſhall we be, 
p propos ny «py I can let ye be. 


FTA Hi wp] 


Yell; 
Yeere a beany lad, xy Amer fog ae 
Te're welcomer to tak me than to let me be, 


I trow ſae——afſes will come too at laſt, 
Tho” for a while they maun their ſnaw baws caſt. 
2 Weel, Bauldy, how gaes a2 
— a, unco right: 
I 283 fleep ſound but ane 
And wha's the unlucky we may aſk? 
Boks, To find out, that is nae- difficult taſk. | 
Poor bonny Peggy, 'wha maun think nae mair | 
On Pate turn'd PATRICK, aud Sir WILLIAM's heir, 
Madye, and honeſt Mauſe, ſtand be, 
2's in dumps, put-ia a word for me; 
| be us kind as ever Pate. cou'd prove, 
- Leſs wilfu', and ay. conitant in my love. 
. ele“ 
Where ſworn: 


2 hays | 

e 
er ans oy vices lay gray » gates 4 af 
wi the be advis'd fu” weel I wate. | 


ſp. Sas gray a gate! manſworn! and a thereſt! 
” Fab 


cc 


— 


e 
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Eat in words, elſe I half gar you ſtand 2 
Wi' + her face aſore = haly- bind 
| Madze. Le ll gar me ſtand! ye ſheveling gabit-brock, 
weak that __ and trembling dread my rock, 
And ten ſharp nails; that when my hands are in, 
Can flype the ſkin o'ye'r cheeks cut o'er your chin. 
Bauldy. I tak ye witneſs Mauſe, ye beard her ſay 
That Fm manſw ee: I ng, t it pac. 
Madge. Ye're witneſs too, he ca'd me bonn names, 
And ſhou'd be ſerv'd as his good breeding claims. 
Ye filthy dog 
Flees to hrs hair like a fury. —.4 font battle, 
— — Maſe endeavours to redd them. 
Max/c. gang you ou grips; fy, Madge ! howt, 
ule'y 
I wadna wiſh this tulzie ie had been ſeen; 
Tis fac daft likeꝛʒ̃ Fç 
| Bauldy gets aut of Madge's clutches 
with a bleeding noſe. 
Madge.— is datter like to thole 
An etter-captiſhe him to blaw the coal. 
kt In ſets him weel wi” vile unſcrapit tongue, 
To caſt up whether I be auld or yc ; 
. They're aulder yet than I have married been, 
ir, And or they died, their bairns bairns have ſeen. | 
e, © Mouſe. That's true: and Bauldy ye — 


© ca* Madpe ought but her ain chriſten'd name. 

Bauuldy My lags, my noſe, and nodd le finds the tame. 

Madge, Auld rouds! fitby fallow, I hall auld ye. 

Mauſe. Howt no ;-——ye'll een be friends wi” ho- 

neſt Bauldy : 

ome, come, ſhake hands, this mann nae r 

Ie maun forgi e m: 1 ſee the lad looks wae. 

— — Mauſe, I have at 

it ſhe abuſing vu the wyte, — 

le bs happen'dy Fee. erm | 

y pardon firit, and ſhall acquittance have. 

Madge. | crave your pardon ! Gallowsface gre 
greet, 

EAN own your ſaut to ber that ye wad cheat. 


* 


eſt! 


Gae, 
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Gae, or be blaſted in your health and gear, 
Till ye learn to perform as weel as ſwear, 
Vow and op back ! — was e er the like heard tell! 
Swith tak him deil, be's o'er lang out of hell. 
Bauldy. [running . ] His preſence be about us! 
Curſt were be, 
That were condemn'd for life to live with thee. 
Madge. [laughing.) I think I have towzled his ha- 
_ rigalds a wee; | 
He'll no ſoon grein to tell his love ta me. 
He's but a raſcalthat wad mint to ſerve ] 
A laſſie ſac, he does but ill deſerve. 
Mae. Ye towin'd him tightly I commend ye for t, 
His bleeding ſnout gae me nae little ſport ; 
For this forenoen he had the ſcant of grace, 
And breeding baith—to tell me to my face, 
He hop'd I was a witch, and wadna ſtand, 
To lend him in this caſe my helping hand. | 
Madge. A witch !—how had ye patienge this to bear, Ws 
And leave him een to ſee, or lige to ? 
Mazſe. Auld wither'd hands, and feeble joints like 
Obliges fowk reſentment to decline, {mine 
Till aft tis ſeen, when vigour fails, then we 
With ing can the lake of pith 


A Paſtoral Comedy. > 
SCENE u. 


PROLOGUE 


When birds begin to nod apon the bough, 
And the green fwaird grow: damp ui falling dew, 
dy. Ve good Sir William is to reſt retir d, 
ha- The Gentle Shepherd, tenderly in ſpir d, 
Walks thro the broom ui Roger ever leel, 
To meet, to comfort Meg, and tak farewecl. 
Reger. OW! but Pm cadgie, and my heart 
lowps light ; 
D, Mr Patrick! ay your thoughts were right; 
Sure gentle fowk are farrer ſeen than we, 
That naething ha'e to brag of pedigree. 
My Jenny now, wha brak my heart this morn, 
perfect yielding, —ſweet, —and nae mair ſcorn; 
I ipake my mind — ſhe heard—1 ſpake again, 
he ſmil'd—1 kiſs d—I woo'd nor woo'd in vain. 
Patie. I'm glad to heart But Ol my change this day, 
eaves up my joy, and yet I'm ſometimes wae. 
Fre found a father gently kind as brave, 
ind an eſtate that lifts me *boon the lave. 
Vi looks a* kindneſs, words that love confeſt, 
e a' the father to my ſoul expreſt, 
Vhile cloſe be held me to bis manly breaſt. 
ich were the eyes, be ſaid, thus {mild the mouth 
Vf thy lov'd mother, bleffing o my youth! 
Who ſet too ſaon !—And while ke praiſe beſtow d, 
lown his gracefu* cheeks a torrent flow'd. 
1 and this his tender tale, 


4 


. 


it he has heard !— too faithful Symon's fear, 
N t 9 
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Which he forbids;—ah ! this confounds my peace, 

While thus, to beat, my heart muſt ſooner ceaſe. 
Roger. How to adviſe ye, troth I'm at a ſtand; 

Bur wert my caſe, ye'd clear it up aff hand. 
Patie. Duty, and haflin reaſon plead bis cauſe, 

But love rebels againft all bounding laws; 

Fixt in my ſoul my ſhepherdeſs excels, 

And part of my new happineſs repels. 


SANG XVI. Tune, Kirk wad let me be. 
Duty and part of reaſon, 
Plead ſtrong en the parent” s ſide, 
IW hich love fo ſuperior calls treaſon, 
The ſtrongeſt muſt be obey'd ; 
er now, the Pm ane of the gentry, 
My conſtancy falſhood repels : 
Fer change in my heart has no entry, 
Still 2 my dear Peggy excels. 


Nager. Enjoy them baith.—Sir William will be won 
Your Peggy's bonny— = you're his only ſon. 
Patie. She's mine by vows, and (ſtronger ties of loved 
And frae theſe bands nae change my mind ſhall moye 
Ill wed nane elſe, thro” life I will be true, 

But ſtill obedience is a parent's due. 

Roger Is not our maſter and yourſell to ſtay 
Amang us here ?—or are ye gawn away 

To London court, or ither far aff 

To leave your ain poor us wi” broken hearts? 

Pat. To Edinburgh ſtraightto-morrow we advance 
To London nieſt, and afterwards to France; 
Where I muſt ſtay ſome and learn—to dance, 
And twa three ither mankey-tricks :— That done, 
I come hame & A red-heel'd ſhoon, 
Then tis deſign'd, { can weel behave, 

That I maun be ſome petted thing's dull flave, 

For fome few bags of caſh, that I wat weel 
ILvae mair need ner carts do a third wheel; 

But Peggy, dearer to me than my breath, 

Sooner than hear —— 

- e 
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Rover. They Wha he juſt enough can ſoundly ſizep, 


I 


he der. che only faſhes fru to les 
ad maſter Patrick tak your ain tale hame. 5 


e, 
; Pat. What was my moruing thought, at night's the 
je poor and rich but differ in the name. {ſame : 
ontent's the greateſt bliſs we can procure 
rae boon the lift without it kings are poor. | 
Roger. But an eſtate like yours yields braw content, 
nen we but pike it ſcantly on the bent: 
ine claiths, ſaft beds, ſweet houſes, ſpar kling wine, 
ich fare, aad witty friends, whene er ye dine, 
omiſſive ſervants, honour, wealth, and eale ; 
Vha's no content wi” thae are ill to pleaſe. 

Patie. Sae Roger thinks, and thinks na far amiſs, 
Jut mony a cloud hings hov'ring o'er the bliſs ; 

e — 2 rule the do if they're ſour, 
ike the lean ky, they'll foon the fat devour : 
he ſpleen, tint honour, and affronted pride, 
tang like the ſharpeſt goads in gentry's ſide. 
The and gravels, and the ill diſeaſe, 
Ire frequenteſt wi” fouk o'erlaid wi” eaſe; 
Vhile oer the moor the ſhepherd wi' leſs care, 
Injoys his ſober wiſh, and haleſome air. 
Roger. Lord, man! I wonder ay, and it delights 
y heart, whene'er I hearken to your flights: 
d gat ye à this ſenſe, I fain wad lear, 
That I may eaſier diſappointments bear ? 
Pat. Frae books, the wale cf books, I gat ſome ſkill, 
| n and ill; 2 
e'er ilk year to ware {ome ſtanes of .cheeſe, 
o gain thote filent friends that ever pleaſe. 
Roger. Pl do't, and ye ſhall tell me whilk to buy; 
aich ſe hae books, tho' I ſhoo'd fell my ky; 
ut now let's hear how you're defign'd to move, 
erween Sir William's will and Peggy's love. 
Patie. Then here it lies bis will maun be abey'd, 
7; vows I'll keen and ſhe ſhall be my bride; 
t I ſometime this laſt deſign maun hie. 
eep you the fecret cloſe, and leave me here; 
leat for Peggy, —Yondey comes my dear. 

| E 2 * 


won 


Ve 
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Roger. Pleas'd that ye truſt me wi” the fecret, I 
To wyle it frae me a“ the deils defy. [Exit. Roger, 

Pat. ¶ ſolus.} Wi what a ſtruggle maun I now impart 

My father's will to ber that hauds my heart; 

1 ken ſhe lo'es, and her ſaft ſaul will fink, 

While it ſtands trembling on the hated brink 

Of diſappointment—Heav'n ſupport my fair, 

And let her comfort claim your tender care 

Her eyes are red! [Enter Peggy. 

My Peggy, why in tears? 
Smile as ye wont, allow nae room for fears, 

Tho? I'm nae mair a 2 yet I'm thine. 

Peggy. I dare na think ſae high I now repine 
ads chance that made na me 

A gentle match, or ſtill a herd kept thee. 

Wha can withoutten pain ſee frac the coaſt 
The ſhip that bears his all like to be loſt! 

Like to be carried by ſome rover's hand, 

Far frae bis wiſhes to ſome diſtant land. 

Fatie. Ne er quarrel fate, whilſt it wi” me remains 

To raiſe thee up, or ſtill attend theſe plains. 

My father has forbid our loves I own : 

But love's ſuperior to a parent's frown. 

1 falſehood hate: come kiſs thy cares away; 

1 ken to love as weel as to obey, 

Sir William's gen rous; leave the taſk to me, 

To mak ſtriek duty and true love agree. | 

Peggy. Speak on! ſpeak ever thus, and till my grief; 

But ſhort I dare not hope the fond relief ; 

New thoughts 2 gentler face will foon inſpire, 

That wi' nice air roms round in filk attire : 

Then 1! me! w may ban my fate, 
When hs ans 4 my hartſume Pate. 
Nae mair again to hear ſweet tales expreſt, 

By the blyth ſhepherd that excell'd the reſt : 


Nae mair be envy'd by the tattling . fg 


When Patie kiſs'd me, when I dan 
Nae mair alake ! we'll on the meadows pla 


3 
=, 7 
And rin haff breathleſs round the rucks of hay, 


As aft times I ha'e fled frac thee right fain, ' 
And fawn on purpoſe that I might be tane: Mae 


* 


A Paſtoral Comedy. $F | 
Wee mair around the foggy know Ill creep, 
o watch and ſtare upon thee while aſloe p- 
Jut hear my vow—'rwill help to gi'e-me eaſe, . 
ſay ſudden death, or deadly fair diſeaſe, 
4nd warſt of ills attend my wretched. life, 
f e*er to ane but you I be a wife. 


I 
er, 
dart 


SANG XVII. Tune Woes my heart that we 
ſnou d ſunder. 


Speak on—ſpeak thus, and [1111 my grief 
Hold up a heart bat ſinking under F 
ö Theſe fears, that ſoon will want reli 
ben Pate muſt from his Peggy / 
4 gentler face and ſilk attire, 
A lady rich in beauty's bloſſom, 
Aale, poor me ! will now conſire, 
To ffeal thee from thy Peggy s boſom. 
ales No more the whe execll'd 
| The reſt, whoſe wit made them to wonder, 
Shall u his Peggy't praiſes tell; 
{ I can die, but never ſunder. 
Tea meadows where we den ſtray'd, 
T- banks where we wer: wort to wander ; 
Sweet ſcented racks round which we play's, 
Tea i leſe your ſweets when we're aſunder. 
ief; in. ab 1 6, 
ain, ſhall. Faever creep 
* the knew wi” ſilent duty, 
Kindly to watch thee while aſlecp, 
Aud wonder at thy manly beauty ? 
Hear, his u, while ſolemnly ] vow, 
tC» The' thou ſboeu'd prove a wand" ring lever; 
Ner be a-wife to any other. 


Patie. Sure heav'n'ap be aſſur d of me 
ne er gang back o bat I've ſworn to thee ; 
nd time, tho' time maus interpoſe 2 while, 
ad I nad. -. and this iſle, 
3. 


under, | 


T. 
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Yet time, nor diftance, nor the faireſt face, 

If there's a fairer, e er ſhall fill thy place. 

I'd hate my riſing fortune, ſhould it move 

The fair foundation of our taichfu* love. 

If at my feet were crowns and ſceptres laid, 

To bribe my ſoul frac thee, delightfu* maid : 

For thee I'd ſoon leave theſe inferior things, 

To fic as ha'e the patience to be kin 

Wherefore that tear ? believe and calm thy mind. 
Peggy. | greet for joy, to hear thy words fae kind; 


When hopes were fuak, and nought but mirk deſpair, 
Made me think life was little worth my care; 


My heart was hike to burſt; but now I ſee 

Thy gen'rous thoaghts wilt fave, thy love for me: 
WY patience tha, i'll wait each wheeling year, 

© Hope time away, till thqu wi” joy appear; 

And a' the while I'll ſtudy gentler charms, 

To make me fitter for my trav'ller's arms: 

I'll gain on uncle Glaud—he's far frac fool, 

And will not grudge to put me thro” ilk ſchool, 

Where I may manners learn. 


SANG XVIII. Tune, Tweed-ſide. 
When hope was quits in deſpair 
My heart of come break ; 
My life appear d worthleſi my care, 
But now I will ſav't for thy ſake, 
er my love travels by day, 
Where ever he ledges by night, 
W7 me his dear image fhall J. ; 


, Wi" patience Tl wait the hung year, 
And fludy the gentleff charms : ; 

Hope time away till thou appear, 

To lick thee for ay in thoſe arms. 

I bilft thou waj} « ſhepherd, I pris d 
9 life ; 

Bot PU! end:awour to rife 


Te a height that's beceming thy wiſe, 


8 | 


N N the chang Wh 
Cal fark the far feof en, 
If virtuc's ingrain'd in the wife, 
Aud the huſband hue ſenſe to approve. 


Patie. That's wiſeſy ſaid, 
d what he wares that way ſhall be weel paid. 

zo? without a' the little helps of wh — 

hy native (weets mi in a prince's heart, 

+4 now, left in our — we offend, 

e muſt learn modes to innocence unkend ; 

fect aft-times to like the thing we hate, 

d drap ſerenity, to keep up ſtate : 


igh when we're ſad, ſpeak when we've nooght to 


ſa : 

4 for the Fabio, when we're b ſeem wae : 
ay compliments to them we aft hae ſcorn'd, | 
hen ſcandahize them __ ow backs are turn'd. 
Peggy. H this is gentry, rather be 
\ 2 ſtill-Bu I'll be ought wi' thee, * 
Fatie. No, no, my Peggy, I but only jeſt 
ib gentry's apes ; for itill amang the beſt 
0d&-manners give integrity a bleeze, 
hen native virtues join the art ta aſe. 
Peggy. Since wi” nae hazard, and ſma expence, 
y lad frae books can gather ſiccan ſenſe, 

en why, ab! why d the tempeſtuuus ſea 
danger thy dear life, and frighten me? 
ir William s cruel that wad force his ſon, 

or watna-whats, ſae great a rifk to run, 

Patic. There is nae doubt but trav"Tling does im- 

ove ; 3 5 I 

let I wou'd ſhun it for thy ſake, my love; — 
jut ſoon as I've fhook aff my landwart caſt 
n foreign cities, hame to ther I'll haſte. 


Peggy. 


2 
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Peggy. Wi' ev'ry ſetting day and riſing morn, 

Fu kneel to heav'n, and — 

Under that tree, and on the Suckler brae, 

Where aft we went, when bairns, to rin and play; 

And to the Hazle.ſhaw, where firſt ye vow'd 


Ye wad be mine, and 1 as aithly trow'd; - 
I'll aften gang, and bell the trees and flow'rs, 7 
Wi' joy they H bear witneſs I am yours. ö 


SANG XIX. Tue, Buſh aboon Traquair. 
At ſetting day and rifing morn, 
5 thee, 
A heav'n thy ſafe return, 
dba can improve thee. 
PII viſt ft the lirken bub, 
* 
k e, hid my 
Whilft round theu didſt inf ald me. 
Tod our haunts I will repair, 


upen you 
There will I tell the trees and 


Brom theaghts unfeign'd and tender: 
By vows er mine, my leve is yours, 
A heart which caunct wander. 
Patic. My dear allow me frac thy temples fair, 
8 ini ri of thy flowing Z : 
hich, as a le of each lovely charm, 
I'll aften kiſs and = | 
Peggy. Were'i in my x wy beiter boons to pleaſe, 
Pd ge the beſt I cou'd we the ſame caſe; nc 
Nor wad I, n 
Been in ae jot leſs generous to thee. 

Fi. I doubt it not z. but fince we've little time, 
To ware*t on words, wad border on a crime, 
Love's ſafter meaning better is expreft, 4 5 
When tis with kiſſes on the heart impreſt. [ Zreunt. ſs | 


ACT 
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4 PROLOGUE. 


See how poor Bandy fares like ane poſſeft, 

And roars up Symen frae his kindly reſt : 

Bare legg'd, wi night cap, and unbutton'd com, 
See the auld man comes foreward to the ſot. 


A HAT want ye Bauldy at this early hour, 
W While drowſy fleep keeps a w Aw its 
to the north the ſcant approaching light, (pow'r, 
nds equal *twixt the morning and the night. 
ſhat gars ye ſhake, and glowre, and Ge wan? 
our teeth they chatter, hair like briſtles ſtand. 
Bauidy. O len me ſoon ſome water, milk, or ale, 
y head's grown giddy— legs wi' ſhaking fail; 
| ne*er dare venture forth at night my lane: 
lake! PH never be myſell again. 
ne et o*erput it! Symon! Symon! Ol | 
2 [Symen gives him a drink. 
Hm. What ails thee, gowk ?—to mak fac loud ado. 
ou ve wak'd Sir William, be has left his bed; - 
comes, I fear, iY-pleas'd ; I hear his tread. 


. Enter Sir WIII IAN. * 
Sir Mil. How goes the night ? Does day-light yet 
ymon, you're very ti 
Sym. Fm forry, Sir, that we've diſturb'd your reſt, 
t ſome ſtrange thing has Bauldy*s ſp'rit oppreſt, 
e's ſeen ſome witch, or wreſtled wi' a ghaiſt. 
Bauldy. Ol ay — dear Sir, in troth, tis very true, 
nd I am come te mak my plaint to you. 
Sir Will. an.] 1 lang to hear. 

— Ah! Sir, the witch ca'd Mauſe, 
dat wins aboon the mill amang the haws, 
irſt promis d that ſhe'd help'me wi ber art, 
Er a bonny thrawart laſſie s heart: 
had d, I met wier this 4 
t may nae friend o mine get ſic a fright! 
'T | Fer 


nt. 
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For the curs'd hag, inſtead o* doing me good, 
Var very — o'r's like to freeze my blood!) C: 


is'd up a ghaiſt, or deil, I kenna whilk, * 
Like a dead corſe in ſheer as white as milk; . 
Black hands it had, and face as wan as death, * 
Upon me fait the witch and ir fell baith, ub 
And gat me down, while | lixe a great fool, F 
Was labour'd as I wont to be at ſchool. 19 
My heart out of its hool was like to loup, C 
I pithleſs grew wi' fear, and had nae hope, : 
Tul wi' an elrich laugh they vaniſh'd quite; , 
Syne J haff dead with anger, fear, and ſpite, 5 


Crap up, and fled ſtraight frae them, Sir, to you, | 
Hoping you'll help to gie the dei) his due. | 
Im fure my heart will ne'er gi'e o'er to dunt, * 
Till in a fat tat barrel Mauſe be burnt. 7 
Sir V. Well, Bauldy, whate'er's juſt ſnall granted be; 
Let Mauſe be brought this morning down to me. 
Bauldy. Thanks to honour, ſoon ſhall L abey; 
But firſt ll Roger — * and twa three mae, 
To catch her faſt or ſhe get leave to ſqueel, | 
And caft her cantraips, that bring up the deil. . 
Ii Bally 
Si Will. Troth Symon, Bauldy's more afraid than 
hart, ; 
The witch and ghaiſt have made themſebves good ſport. 
What · ſilly notions c ud the chuded mind, 
That is through want of education blind ! 
Sym. But does your honear think there's nae ſia thing, 
As witches raifing detk up thro” a ring, 
Syne playing tricks, a thouſand I cou'd tell, 
Cao'd never be contriv'd on this fide hell. 
Sir Will. Such as the devil's dancing in a moor, 
Amongſt a few old women craz'd and por; 
Who are rejoic's to ſee him friſk and loup 
O'er braes and bogs wi candles in his 
Appearing ſomethnes lice a black horn'd cow, 
Aft-times like Bawty; Badrans, or a ſow; 
Then witk his train thro* airy paths to glide, 
While they an cats, er clawns, ar breomitzves 


re, 
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Cr in an egg. hell ſkim out o'er the ma in, 

To drink their leader's health in France or Spain; 
Then aft by night, bumbaze bare-hearted fools, 

By tumbling | down their eup-boards, chairs, and Rooks, 
Whate'er's in ſpells, or if there witches be, | 

uch whimfies ſeem the moſt abſurd to me. 

Sm. Tis true enough, we ne'er heard that a witch 

Had either meikle ſenſe, or yet was rich; 

put Mauſe, tho poor, is a ſagacious wife, 
Ind lives a quiet and very honeſt life; 
That gars me think this hobbleſhow that's paſt, 
Vin end in naething but a joke at laſt. 
Sir Will. Lm fore it will; but fee increaſing light 
ommands the imps of darkneſs down to night; 
id raiſe my ſervants, and my horſe prepare, 
Vhilſt I walk out te take the morning air. 


SANG XX. Tine, Bonny grey ey'd morn. 


The bonny grey-ey'd morning begins to pe 
Ard 2 eſs fies before the riſing * 


Tie hearty bind ſtarts from his - ſleep, 
, To follow ray of labour: 8 day. 
Vibonut a ing to wrinkle his brow, 

The lar — fing linnet, tend his levee, 


And he joins their concert, driving the plow, 
Frem teil of primace and pageantry free. 


While fuſter'd with wine, or madden'd with loſs, 
Of balf an eftate, the prey of a main, 
The drunkard and # 6h tamble and o/, 


Wiſhing for calmneſs and ſlumber in vain. 


Be my portion, health and quietneſs of mind, 
Plac'd at due diſtance from parties and late, 


2; Where neither ambition nor avarice blind, 
„ | 
| 7 


SCENE HI. 
PROLOGUE. 


While Peggy laces up her baſom fair, 
Wi Ee, Jonny and op her bir 
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Claud by his morning ingle taks a leel, 
The riſing fun ſhines metty thro* the reel: 
ff pipe his month, 8189922 
a And new and then his n. 
Gland. With my bairns it may keep fair till nig 
I Ye didn af foe fond ro Gen the light; 
Nae doubt, now, ye intend to mix the thräng, 
To tak your leave of Patrick or he gan gang; 
But do ye think, that now when he's a haird, 
That he poor landwart laſſes will regard? 
Jenny. Tho? aſe than fight auld fre Fm very 
He has mair ſenſe 


i' her to live a chaſte and fruga] life: 
But now grown gentle, ſoon he will forſake 
r and brag of being a rake. 
Peggy. A rake! what's that? —ſure if it means ouę 
He'll never be't, elſe I ha'e. tint my fill. 
Glaud. Daft laſſie, ye ken nought of of the affair, 
Ane and good, and gentle 8 unco rare; 
A a graceleſs ſpark, that thinks nae ſhame 
To o> whos the of ne thinks fin to name, 
Sie are ſae void of ſhame, they'll never ſtap 
i rok parte, * bf -aqotgst 
They'll tempt young things like you, with ſur ſi 
Syne mak ye a their jeſt when ye're Jebaucb d. [fluſh'd 
Be wary then 1 fay, and never gi'e 
K „or bourd wi fic as he. 4 
8 William's virmous, and o- gentle blood 
And may not Patrick too like him be good? 
- Gland. That's true, and mony gentry may than be 
As they are wiſer, better are than we; 
But thinner ſawn; re 
There's mony o them mocks ilk haly 1, 


SSS of So of = 


That ſhaws the gate e 
ie lngh e demie, ſin, and be 


— 
% 
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wy. Wank.oor m, fnber} ded! cher very ods 
doomſday, doubts a God. 
Clad. Dowke r wh hey neitter dud, nor Judy, 
nor think, 
| ae but curſe, debauch and drink ; 
this, as if I thought . 
AI galt will e er be brought. 
Pegey- The Lord forbid? na, he kens better things: 
have crimes aunt ; her face ſome ferly brings. 
Enter MaBGE. 
| Mad. Haſte, baſte ye, we're a* ſent for o'er the gate, 
or; ern., 
er Ard - 4» 


Symon's houſe, the judge himſell. 
Gland. Lend me my 1b. bock the outer 
door, 
1 bring the laſſes wi! ye; ll ſtepbefore. [Fx. Gland. 
Madge. fs „ was the like e er 


bleer'd and red with greeting, look her een! 
ob his day her brankan wooer takes his horſe, 
ile ſtrut a gentle fpark at E'nburgh croſs ; 
o change his kent cut frae the branchy plain, 
or a nice ſword, and g headed cane; 
To leave his ram-horn ſpoons and kitted whey, 
or gentler tea that ſmells like new won hay: 
o leave the green- ſwaird dance, when we * 
« Meg, poor deg! mann t the bert 
t Meg, maun wi' the ſhepherds 
nd tak what God will ſend in hodden gray. . 
Peg. Ya adn ror ag od a thre your ſcorn, 
at's no my faut that I'ni nae gentler born. 
if I the daughter of foe lind had been, 
reer had notic'd Patie on the green; 
wy ſince he riſes, why fand L repine? 
be's made for another, he'll ne er be mine: 
id then, the like has been, if the decree 
; him mine, I yet his wife may be. 
Madge. A bonny trowth dr we delay; 


rin aprons baith, and come away. [Zxcunt. 
9 "7 SCENE 


Fain 


62 The GENTLE SHEPHERD. 


SCE N EE III. 


 __ "PROLOGUE. 
Sir William fills the twa-arm'd chair, 
While Symen, Roger, Claud and Mauſe 
Attend, and ui —_— hear ' 
Daft Bauldy bluntly plead bis cauſe : 
Fer now "tis tell d him that the tauze 
Was handled by revengſu "A 
Becauſe he brak geod breeding”s laws, g 
And wi” his nonſence rail d their rage. 
Sir Vill. ND was that all ?-Well, Bauldy 
was ſerv'd 
No otherwiſe than what ye well deſerv'd. 
Was it ſo ſmall a matter to defam 
And thus abuſe an honeſt wane ine ? 
Beſides your going about to have betray'd 
jury, an innocent g maid. | 
wy 5 3 Sir, 1 — my Kos thro” a” the ſteps, 
And ne er again ſhall be untrue to Neps. * 
Mauſe. Thus far, Sir, he oblig'd me on the ſcore 
I kend na that they thought me fic before. | 
Bandy. An't like your Honour, I believ'd it wee! 
But trouth I was e en doilt to ſeek the dei; | 
Yet, wi” your honour's leave, tho” ſhe's nae witch, 
She's baith a flee and a revengfu” | 
And that my ſome place finds but I had beſt 
Haud in my tongue ; for yonder comes the ghaiſt, 
And the young bonny witch, whaſe roſie cheek, 
Sent me, without my wit, the deil to ſeek. 
Enter Mapcs, Pzccr, and EMA. 
Sir Will. [hooking at Peggy.) Whoſe daugtter's 
that wears th' Aurora gown, 
With face fo fair, and Jocks a lovely brown? 
g are her eyes! what's this, I find, 


How 
The girl brings all my filter to my mind: 


Such were the features once adorn'd a face, 
Which death too ſoon depriv'd of ſweeteſt grace. 


% 
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Claud. Sir ſhe's my niece 

4 yet ſhe's not but I ſhould haud my peace. 
Sir Will. This is a contradiftion : what dye mean? 
ge is, and is not! pray thee Glaud explain. | 
Claud. Becauſe I doubt, if I ſhould God appear 

| 1 kept a ſecret thirteen Year —— 

- + You may reveal what] can fully Ily clear. 
Pati Soaml! - 

yy + ny) nap td dg 


Gland, Then, ſin maſter orders, [obey— 


tis bonny fundli r morn of May, 
ole by the lee of wy tres — 
I ſweet and clean, _— 


infant-weeds, of rich and 
tat cou'd they be, thought I, 2s hes ferfake ? 
ha warſe than brutes, cou'd leave expos d to air 
_ — * 82 
he young ? for appear'd to me, 
Pre 
her in my arms, the bairnie (mid 
Fes look, wad made a ſavage mild. 
id the ſtory, the has paſe'd ſinceſyne 
# £1 198 my care abou the we'an, 

rue my care about the we an, 
. e tane® 
ſee ſhe's bonny: I can ſwear ſhe's 


1» 4 —— eker 


what I to your TIS declare. 
ir Will. This tale ſeems ſtrange 
2 The tale 


| +. That be my taſk. —Now, Sir, bid a“ be huſh, 

N80 — ſmile Thou haſt nae cauſe to bluſh. 

g ha'e I wiſh'd to fee this happy day, 

[ to the truth gre way ; 

I might now Sir William Werthy name, 

— utebmdr = 
2 


64 The GENTLE SHEPHER D. 
He ſaw't at firſt, and wi quick eye did trace 
His fiſter's beauty in her daughter's face. 
FV. Old woman do not rave - prove what you ſay; 
'Tis dangerous in affairs like this to play. 
Patie. What reaſon, Sir, can an old woman have 
To tell a lie, when ſhe's ſae near the grave ? 
But how, or Why, it ſhould be truth, I grant, 
I every thing that looks like reaſon want. 
. Omnes. The ſtory's odd! we wiſh we heard it ont, 
S. V. Make haſte good woman and reſolve each doubt, 


Mat gees forward, leading Peggy to Sir William. 
Maut. Sir, view me weel, has fifteen years ſo plow d 
A wrinkled face that you ha'e aften view d, | 
That here I as an unknown r ſtand 
Yor fraigar prock FR ajve If you earn 
et we if you 
S. If. He! beneft nurſe. where were my eyes befbre! 
F know thy faithfulneſs, and need no more; Ft 
Yet from the lab'rinth to lead out my mind, 
Say, to expoſe her, who was fo unkind? 
gir William embraces Peggy, and males ber fit by n. 
S. V. Yes ſurely, thou'rt my niece, truth muſt prevail: 
Burt no more words, till Mauſe relate her tale. 

Patie. Good nurſe gae on, nae muſic's hafe ſae fine, 
e pleaſure like theſe words of thine. 
e. it was I that ſav'd ber infant-life, 
Her death threatened by an uncle's wife. 
The ftory's lang z but I the ſecret knew, 

rod nag tore — 
Her rich i re now 3 
All this to me a confident confeſt. 

1 heard wi horrgr, and wi' trembling dred, 
rr 
7 hat very night when all were ſunk in reſt, 
At midnight-hour the floor I ſaftly preſt, 

And ſtaw the innocent away, 

With whom I travell d ſome few miles ere day. 
All day I bid me;—when the day was done, 
I kept my journey lightned by the moon. 


$4 45 


Ht WrFudIMg ©T%x5 


out, 
charge, e en laid her at this ſnepherd 's door; 
wks cottage here, that I, 
ſhate"er might happen to her, might be by. 
ler e honeſt himſell, and Symon may 
2 FA 


day, 
crove. 


t out. 
oubt. 

. 
o 
T 
bre! 


des mine by vows, and would tho ftill 
ave been my wife when I my vows durſt own. 
V. My aiece! my 


=_ - image ef thy mother, good and fair: 
= en nr and well match'd flame. 
My boy, receive her from father's hand, 
ine, 2 — 
Patic and Peggy embrace, and lacei to Sir William. 
Patie. Wi“ as much joy this bleſſing | receive, 
As ane wad life, that's in a wave. 

Sr Will raiſes them. 
e 
Produce a happy race, ill improve. 
Pe My wiſhes are complete, —my joys ariſe, 

While I'm hat dizay with the blefs turprite ; | 
And am | then a match for my ain 
That for me fo much generous kindneſs bad? 
Lang may Sir Wil:ia' blifs thae happy plains, 
Happy while heaveu grant he on them remains. © 


Patie. Be lang our guardian, (till our maſter de, ? | 


We'll only crave 3933 to gi e 
T' eſtate be your's, yo $ ane to me. 
« I 


daughter! welcome tomy care, 


give you both my bleffing; 


* 


Xh enjoy their aig, and raiſe the zbephers” 
What shepherd's whiſtle winna lux the ſyr in 


66 The GENTLE SHEPHERD. 


* And make him reimburſe his ill got gains. 


Pa now fy blyth and frankly can for 


&nd brag for ay that I was ca'd the aunt 


Claud. | hope your Honour now will tak amends 

Of them that ſought ber life for wicked ends. 
Sir W, The baſe unnat'ral villain ſoon ſhall know 

That eyes above watch the affairs below: 

+ Bll ſtrip him ſoon of all to her pertains, 


Peggy. To me the views of wealth, and an eſtate 
Seem light, when put in balance wi? my Pate; 
For his fake only, Pl] ay thankfu” bow 
For ſuch a kindneſs, beſt of men, to you. 

Symon. What double blythneſs wakens up this day! 
1 . 7 now, Sir, yn'Il no ſoon haſte away. 

unſaddle your horſe, and gar prepare 
A ſinner for ye 2 bale country fare ? 
See how much joy unwrinkles every brow, 
Our looks hing on the twa, and doat on you; 
Even Bauldy the bewitch'd, has quite forgot 
Fell Madge's tauze, and pawky Mauſe's plot. 

Sir V. Kindly old mas, remain with you this day! 
I never from theſe fields again will tray: 


| Maſons and wrights fall — e repair, 


ners shall new 
hearty table you 


lanting rear: 
shall ſee 


eur be 


A2 r 0, and my beſt friends rejoice with me. 


Sm. That's the beſt news I heard this twenty 
New day breaks up, rough times begin to clear. - 
. GOD ſave King, and fave * William 


Leger. Wha winna dance ? wha will refuſe N 


* 


ing ? 
Baul. Em friends wi? Manſe—w?? very Madge I'm 
Althe*” they ſhe lpet me when woedly flied: (gree d, 


give, 
282 fing, Long may Sir Willian: lie. 
Lang may he live :—and Bauldy learn to fteck 
Your gab a wee, and think before ye 
And never ca her auld that wants a man, 
Fiſe ye may yet ſome witches fingers ban. 
This day Pl] wi the youngeſt of ye rant, 


* 
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If our y dear bonny bairn! 

Peggy - No other name Hll ever for you learn mmm | 
| my good purſe, how gratfu' sball } be | 
or a* thy matchleſs kindneſs done for me ? 


Maze. The flowing pleaſures of this happy Gay * 


does fully all I can require repay. 
— G gr ov» = ns "I 


| to your heirs | give an endlets feu, 

The mailens ye Poſſe ſs, as juſtly due, 

or acting like kindly fathers to the pair, 

I yy — op 1A 
in my houſe, in calmneſs, cleſe 

ith nought to do, but ſing your Maker's 1 


Omnes. — Los of heaven return your Henour's 


joys, and your bleffings reove. 
Nat, preſent.ng Roger to Sir William. 
Here's my truſty ir ĩend, that always sbar'd 
ſecrets, ere I was a haird; 


4 


J? 


hud's danghter Janet, (Jenny think nae Shame) 
is' d and maintains in him a lover's flame: 

ns. at laſt he ſpake and won, 

hopes to be our honeſt uncle a ſon ; 

e plear'd to ſpeak to Glaud for his conſent, 


wear a face of diſcontent. 
$. V. My ſon's demand is fair —Glaud hain acts 
ode oger may your daughter have * 
ith frank — wa and while he does remain 
zon theſe fields, I make him chamber lain. 
Claxd. You crowd your bounties, Sir; what can we: 
t that we're dyvoursthat can na er repay !..[{ay, 
da ”—_— —  — —— 
ſors daughter with my 
d ſti ll ny — right your make. 
ſe him, be faithful, and this auld grey head 
all nod with cuietneſs down amang the dead. 
Roger. l ne'er was good at ſpeaking 2 OP. 
r ever loo'd to mak o'er great a fraiſe; 
| - my maſter, father and my wiſe, 

employ the cares of a * i 
of py * S Vr. 


** 


HEPHERD. 


— 
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2 


F 


you'll all behave, 
d wizk or Crave. 


d 


ſatiafy* 


cr F. My Friends, En 


Rack in his 


vi 


Be ever 


SANG XXL. Tue, Corn riggs are bonny. 


4 


than new hay, 


Patic is 4 lover gay, 
mind is never 


1. 


n | 6 
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; 
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Lieutenant WIL LIAN HaniiTon, and 
ALLAN RAMSAY. 


| 171 
Fam'd and celebrated A IIA! * 4 
Renowned Ransar, canty callan, 

$s nouther bighlas mon nor ñwlan, 


For ten times ten, and that's a hunder, 
ha'e been made to gaze and wonder, 
hen frae Parnaſſus thou didit thunder, 

Wi wit and ſtill, 
PI foberly knock underr,T 
And quat my quill. 
Of poetrie the hale quinteffence _ 
Thou haſt ſuckt up, left nae excrefſence 


a 
* Log 


ert in 


pew'r but F'd create 


hee upo* „ the laureat 
Oi this our age. 
ice thou may*ſt-fairly claim to that 


&s thy jult wage. 


- 
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Let modern Poets bear the blame ; Ot 
Gin they reſpect not Ransar's name, | 


7 
Wh: bonds ick thee had need be warry, 
And fear wr? til thy thruſt to parry, 


W211 — 22 eaniy'ts Fay dictionary, 
. . Of ancient words, 
Which cone frac thy poetic quarry, 
As ſharp as ſwor ds. 


Now tho' I ſhould baith reel and rottle, 
And be as light as Ariftotle, 
At Ed'nburgh we fall have - bottle, 
reeming claret, 
Gin that my baff-pay filler ſhottle he 
| Can ſafely ſpare it. 
At crambo then we'll rack our brain 
Drown ilk dullcare and aiking pain, 
Whilk aften does our ſpirits drain 
Of true content; 
Wow, wow but we's be wonder fain, 


* Wi wine we'll 
Then enter in a 


Accept of this; and look upon it 
With favour, tho” poor [ have done it; 
Sac I coaclude and end my ſonnet, 
While I do wear a hat or bonnet, , - 
| Tours, —wanton Willy. 


POSTSCRIPT. 
this my poſtſcript I incline ; 
Bro tet yt ken my tail defign, oc 


) 
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Of fic a lang imperſect line \ 
Lies in this ſentence, 
=> anne HY GR 
Voir en e 
And to your friend you may direct, 

At Gilbert field do not neglect s 
When ye have leiſure, N 
Which Pl embrace with great reſpect 

| And perfect pleaſure. 


ANSWER I. 


Zdinbur gl, ] 1 171 

ONCE fa* me, wanton. W as = * 

r . 

ot a int nor ſhort hought gilly, . 

33 or _— 
ae meikle, m dear Bi , 

| Lorhy hind — 

Before a Lord and eik a knight, 

goffy Don's by candle light, 

here firſt I ſaw't and ea'd it right, 

8 end dee Lao 

8 t they ca't as tight 

R _ . x fat on Heck: 

a, heh thought Canna 3 

t I may cock my noſe the day, 4 

ſhen HANILTON the bauld and gay, 
| Lends me a 

verſe that ſlides ſae ſmooth away, 

Weel telPd and eaſy. 
Sae roos'd by ane of weel kend mettle, 
ſma” did my ambition pettle; _ 
canker d criticks it will nettle, © 
And cen fac bet 
iis month I'm ſure I winna ſettle, 

Sae proud Pm wit. 
When I begoud firſt to cun verſe Fe, 
id cou'd your Ardry whins zebearſe, 


» 


Q 


Of Where 
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[Where bonay Heck ran firſt and fierce, 

It ud my breaſt ; 
Then emulation Cid me pierce 

Whilk finee near ceaſt. 
May I be licket w? a beetle, 
Gin of your numbers I think little : 


Ye're never rugget, ſham, nor kittle, 
and 
And bie th fpirie to 3 tnks. 2 * 
Of ſtandard Habby. 
n 


Ye'll quat your 
Ye's ſing ſome mair yet, will ye, 
Oer meikl hining wad but ply, 


Then up and war them . yer Willy; 
Ti in your pow'r. 
To knit up dollars in a clout, 
And then to card them round about, 
Sync to tell hb up they hn 
. To liſt the gear, 
The anten lights on that rout, 
Is plain. and clear. 
The chiels of London, Cam. and Ox. Ir 
Ha'e raiz'd up great poetic ſtocks 5 
Of Rapes, of Buckets, Sarks and Locks, 
0 their betters. provokes 
Me to reſlect 
On the lear'd days of Gawa Dunkell 
Our then à tale could te 


, 


And tak a bout, 


— 
Ner yet caſt ert. 
te. EPISTL 


. 
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EPISTLE I > 
dcn, July 24, ing 
Dea Rimsar, | . 
HEN I receiv's thy kind epiſtle, 
It made me dance, and ling, and whiſtle : 
) fic a fike and fic à filtle, | . 
| IT had abont it, 
at er was knight of the Scots thiſtle - 
Sae fain I doubted, 
The bonny lines therein thou ſent me, 
K ay 
ho”, Sir igh to compliorenit me, 
mung .. 
r had ye but haff well a kent me, 
Same leſs wad fet'd. 
Deer 
tey're ſafely now in my poiſe ion: 
gin [ were a winter ſeldon,” | 
Near | lodging, 
aan ee ee 
| „ _ Without e'er budging, 
In downright earneff, there's but few 
— 1 dare avow, 
verſe, for to gi e thee thy due, 
hon's better at that trade I trow, 
| Than ſome : at preaching, 
For my E till Tm Getter lear't, 
troke with thee had beſt ſorbear' t, 
an the fowk of Ed'uburgh hear't, 
| They e' me daft, 
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Heh winſome ! how thy ſaſt ſweet ſtile, 
And auld words gar me ſmile; 
Thou's travell'd furely mony a mile, | 
WY charge and coſt, 
To learn them thus keep rank and file, 
And ken their poſt. 
Fer I maun tell thee honeſt Allie, - 
I uſe the freedom ſo to call thee, 
I think them a* fac bra” and wallie, 


And in fic order, 
I walls ae be OY LR. 
Or thy recorder. 
Haſt thou with R ans wandert? 


Or through ſome doncie deſart dandert ? 
That with thy magic, town and landart, 


For ought I ſee 
Maun a 1 ; 


Do noe miſtake ime deareſt hezrr,, 
N art; 
is thy goed genius alert, 
That does inſpire 
Thee with ilk thing that's 1 _ | 
To thy e. 
Den mony a bonny knacky tale 
8 os 
For guineas 1 
"Againſt a bodle, 
Leaded 
'a nodle. 
e 
Ra L e & ches wi 
. I thy w rabby, 
ver pluſh, © 


And then thes'd be fas for fre habb 2 


W r 
On thir our biyt diverting warks: 


— 
ng f . 
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o ſa they're but unlearned clarks, 
F And want the gumption. 
| Let coxcomb criticks get a tether, 
, o tye up a their lang leather ; 
5 
The tane may rue it, 
Ir an they winna had their blether, 
They's get a flewet. 
To learn them for to peep and pry, 
ſecret drolls twixt thee and I: 
ray dip thy pen in wrath and cry, 
And ea them ſkellums, 
n ſure thou needs ſet little by, N 
| To bide their bellums. 
Wo writing I'm ſae bleirt and 
when [I raiſe, in troth I ſtoited : 


On the cald eard. 
| The which 48 poſs He Gump 
ek p eſole rumple, 
| To's ſpit your Gte, 
i 2 and w wimp 
mony a lang my 


ANSWER IL 


Edinburgh, Auguſt 4, 1719. 

TAR Hamilton ye Il turn me dyver 

My muſe ſae bonny ye deſcrive her, 
blaw her ae I'm fear d ye rive her, 
For wi” a whid, 

higher drive her 
LE nets --/ 5; < _ 
I.—“ Whiſht quoth the voguy jade, 
William's 2 wiſe judicious lad, 
dien. Has havins mair than e er ye had, 
7 ſt nnn 
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% But me, ye ne'er ſae croule had craw d, 
— — 


8 
J 


&« Dad down a grouf, and tak a drin 
66 whiſk out r and in 
m -  / - 


* 


my bidding ; 


©) Um» 


I'd better been a fide Kairn 
* A Mount, I trow: 
Pre kiſs'd the tauze like 3 gad 
Now, Sir, to you. 
Hale be your heart, gay couthy carle, 
Lang may you he lp to tom 2 barral; 
Be thy crown ay uncleur'd in quarrel. 
When 7 wk — 
To knoit thrawn gabbet ſumphs that ſn; 
* At our frank lines, 
Ilk good chiel ſays, ye're well worth guyd, 
And blythneſs on ye's weel beſtow'd, N 
*Mang witty Scots your name's be row” 
: if Ne er fame to tine 


| For pride ip poets is nge fin, 


FAMILIAR EPISTLES, 


77 


's their jo; 
Ard wha blaw's beſt, the horn ſhall win, 
vocabit | vain — wy 
0 1 8 
29 
Multi & magni men before us | | 
Did ſtamp and ſwagger 
Proebatum eſt, exemplum Horace, 
Was a bauld bragger. 
Then let the doofarts faſh'd wi ſpleen, 
ren 
P and girn wi” ſpite reen, 
an 1 And fa a flyting, 
Laugh, for the lively lads will ſereen 
b Us frae 
If that the dinna ſpung us, 
And foreign whiſkers hae na dung us; 
Gif I can fnifter through mundun | 
Wi boots and belt en. 
| to ſee you at St. Mungo's 
_ a Atween and Beltan. 


EPISTLE II. 


Gilbertfield, Auguſt 24, 171 
my third and laſt effay, 2 
Of rural rhime I hambly pray, 
Bright Rainſay, and akho' it may 
Yet thrice of all things I heard ſay, p 
Was ay thought ſonſie. 
Wherefore I ſcarce could fleep or ſlumber, 
Till I made up that happy number, ; 
The pleaſure counterpois'd the cumber, . 
| In every part, 
And ſnoov'd awa like three hand ombre, 
Six pence à cart. 
Of thy laſt poem, bearing date 
* DN, 
9 3 
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Wenne 
He ſays, thou may had up thy creſt, 
The poets thee wa of 
e a* to 1 
Not worth a louſe. 


& Thy blyth and chearfw' merry myle, 
Of compliments is {ae profule ; 
For iny good bavins dis me ruſe A 
Sac very finely, 
It were ill breeding to refuſe 
To thank her kindly: 
What tho' ſometimes in angry macd, 0 
When ſhe puts on her bar lick huod, 
Her dialect ſeems rough and rcod; 
Let's ne er be flee't 
But tak our bit when it is good, 
And buffet wi't. 
For gin we ettle anes to taunt her, ke 
And dinna calmly thole ber banter, 
Tel tak the Tings; verſe may grow ſcanter. 
Syne wi' great ſhame, 
We'll rue the day that we do want her, 
Then wha's to blame. 
But let us ſtill her kindneſs culzie, 
And wy? ber never breed a toulzie, 


For ks dude ts — 
barter 3 


And ſhe I be fair to gar us ſulzie 
And cry for quarter. 
Monkey ng rhyming ware, 
lien ſcarce dare open mair, 
I tak better wi' the kir, 
My pen's fae blunted ; 
_ % 
. * — 
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The dull draff drink makes me ſue dow; © 
t (et me in a elaret bow, 


muſe may lend me then a gow, 
To clear my fancy. 

Then Bacchus like I'd baw! and bluſter, 

| a* the muſes bout me muſter, 

merrily Vd ſqueeze the cluſter 
And drink the grapes 
Sore wn” ES 

d beiter ſhape. 

powers aboon be ftill auſpicious 
thy atchievements maiſt delicious, 
y poems ſweet and nae way vicious, 


But blyth and canny; 
ſee I'm anxious and ambitious, r 


' bleſſings, Ramſay, 
g may thou live, 
ul thou cfaw an auld man's 


pow 3 


And thro? the creed. 
keeped frac the worricow 


After thou's dead. 
, ANSWER LIL 


» September 2, 1719, 


Iy TrROJAan. 


HY lat 


letters I ha'e 
2 Foe — —1 
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Had better ſped, had he mair hooly, . 
Scamper'd 


Yet ſometimes — 
Your and braes, 


_ To clear 
© 0 — 
Be blyth, and let the warld e en ſhog, „ rag 
Ne'er faſh about nieſt - - ——_ 
your $ ſtate, 
. me ls. | 
Nor cantraips caſt to ken your fate; 
There's ills anew 
To cram our days which . 
; * Zu juſt now. 
And the heights and hows look gurl, 
Then let's about the bumper whirl, 
: ; And toom the horn, 
Grip faſt the hours which haſty hurle, 


The morn's the morn. 
Thus to Leuconoe ſang ſweet Flaccus 
Wha nane c'er t a Gillygacus ; 
And why ſhould we let whimbes bawk us, 
| When joy's in ſeaſon, 
And thole fac aft the ſpleen to whauk us, 
; When out 
Tho I were laird of ten ſcore acres, 
Nodding to jouks of hallan{hakers, 
Yer 'd wr hambrums, which the waker's _ 


I read this verſe to my ain kimmer, 
Wha kens 1 like a leg of gimmer, 
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fic and fic good belly - timber | 
4 Quoth the and leugh, 
gicker of thae winter and ſimmer, 
Ye're weel enough. 
My hearty goſi, there is nae help, 
at hand to nive we twa maun kelp 
Up Rhine and 2 0 
pines Pyremans. 
chearfu' carles do ſae | 
* oboe theis winiees. 


taffan rural rhyme fac rare 
__ wanton, hand-wail'd ware, 


gaſh and gay, gars fouk gae gare 
Pissen 


„ ·Wae him! 
Fair fa' that ſodger did invent — 
To eaſe the poet's toil wi print: 
ſow, William, we maya to the bent, 


And pouſe our fortune, 

nd crack wi lads wha re weel content « 

WWI this our ſporting, 
Gin eny ſour mouv'd girniag bucky | 

me conceity keckling chucky, 
hat we like nags w necks. are 
i Ha'e us d our teeth: 
| anſwer ſyne,----Gae kiſs ye re lucky, 


EE” 
when l heal 12 
ha ca's me droll, but ony feed, 

TU own I am ſae, 


ls 


a, 
" 


Your's---AVan Ramſay. 
the 


In Fpiſlle to Licutengut Hani ron, on the receiving 
compliment of a barrel of LochSne Herring from him. 


OUR Herrin came and feer 
NR 


fat they are and guſty gear 
as Cer | laid my thenk an.” 
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| Jl 


farran ye ann _— 
„ NOW we Dutch, 
— Robin, | 


1 5 
ry, L. ia a 
„ ity! ope tis 
RY, on wick mms bite, 
ti, wen 200 8 dirty craft 
biting ane aaither, ' 
Wi * Will gi'e a hitch 
A——— 
Could we catch the united thoals 
That creud the weſtern ocean, | 
— — 
* > ens 
Thea let's to wark 
With net and bark 


"Fg 


| q LEG on 4 GCentleman's Dog ” 

11 in 

‚ | Cla/pow, 
by Poet Gxanan. 


OW CvunLtiy” 
The viſeſt — Cor pat ke, tyke, 
Ke wa: 


In Glaſgow town left not his 


When he was young he 
Not to be given away 10 _— 
other dogs that worrie cats, 


His maſter's will be did 
de knew what people to hi 


o kill an oiter in lin or ſhough, 

| For teeth or 

now the e nay fy, ab 1 abt 
And for him greet ! 


Aa * 1 EG ; wi 


| dog he we 
Hae buy a loaf poor tike wi that 
Te arg worth many. 
I Another time fie's Ent for f | 
Out came the ſtophold wr? 4 
In's mouth it was fo bitter and tough, 
a Up with kis foot rab'@ af U a 


* 


— wary wig x forc'd to gang 
1 Adee fame, 


p Toe get a it was not wrang 
e r 
Was 
Dut aad ben the houſe les Ticker ; 
His malter ery'd Il Rave bn flicker : 


